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THE 

PREFACE. 

f rjT^ IS none of the Icaft of my diverfions to let 
I one part of the world laughing at the 
J. other, yet allfeem fully iatisnedwith. their 
own opinions and abilities ; but I (hall never quar- 
rel with any man whole temper is the reverie of 
mine, and enters not into the taffee of the fame plea* 
Aires. 'Tis as ridiculous for one to be disobliged at 
another's different way of thinking, as it is tochal* 
lenge him for having a nofe not of a fhape with his* 
Every man is born with a particular bent, which will 
drfcover itfelf in fpite of all oppofition. Mine is ob- 
vious, which, fincelknew, I never inclined to curb; 
but rather encouraged myfelf in the porfuit, though 
many difficulties lay in my way. , 

Whether poetry be the moft elevated, delightful 
and generous ftudy in the world, is more than 1 dare 
affirm ; but I think fb. Yet I am afraid, when the 
following MifceUany is examined, I mall not be 
found to deferve the eminent chara&er that belongs 
to the Epic Mailer, whole fire and flegm is equally 
blended.— But Jnacreon, Horace, and Wallet -, were 
poets, and had fouls warmed with true poetic flame, 
altho' their patience fell ihort of thofe who could 
beftowa number of years on the finifhing one heroic 
poem, and juftly claim the pre-eminence. 

If I know any faults in my own productions, lam 
not fool enough to blaze them : perhaps they may 
be overlooked by the indulgence of my belt friends, 
for whom I write.— 'Tis not to be doubted that I 
have enemies ; yes, I have been honoured with three 
or four fatyres, but fach wretched ituiF, chat ieveral 
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Ur Tbe PREFACE.. 

of my friends would alledge' upon me that I had 
wroje and publifhecWhem myfelf (none of the worft 
Pollacks, f own) to make the world believe Phad 
no roes but fools. Such pedants as confine learning 
to the critical underftanding of the dead language^ 
white they are ignorant of the beauties of their 
mother* tongue, do not view me with a friendly eye : 
bat I'm even with them, when I tell them to their 
faces, without blaming, that I underftand Horace 
but faintly in the original, and yet can feaft on his 
beautiful thoughts drefs'd in 2?r/7//&;— and do not 
fee any great occafion for every man's being made 
capable to tranflate the Clafficks, when they are fo 
elegantly done to his hand. Nor do I value tho' Dr. 
Benthy heard this : and perhaps it had been no 
worfe for the great Lyrick, that this feme Doctor 
bad underftood the Latin tongue as little as I. — If 
this paragraph chance to raife a neft of wafps, let 
them read the next to blunt their flings. 

My chearful friends will pardon (a very efTential 
qualification of a poet) my vanity, when, in felfr 
defence, I inform the ignorant, that many of the 
fineft fpirits, and of the higheft quality and di ill na- 
tion, eminent for literature and knowledge of man- 
kind, from an affability which ever accompanies 
great minds, tell me, * They are pleafed with what 
' I have done; and add, That my fmall knowledge 
f of the dead or foreign languages, is nothing to my 

* difadvantage. King David, Homer, and Virgil, 
f fay they, were more ignorant of the fro/ j and Eng- 

* lift) tongue, than you are of Hebrew, Greek y and 

* Latin : purfue your own natural manner, and be 

* an Original.' One may very eafily imagine, that 
I hear this with abundance of fecret fatisfaclion 
and joy. The ladies too are on my fide ; they grace 
fay fong with the fweetQefs of their voices, conn 
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%be PREFACE, y 

•ver jny Paftoral, .and fmile at my innocent merry 
talc. 

Thus fbielded by the Br awe and Fair f 

My foes may envy, but defpair. 

That I have expreft my thoughts in my natiW 
dialed, was not only inclination, but the defif e o{ 
my belt and wife ft friends ; and moil reasonable, 
fmce good imagery, jjuft fimilies, and all.manner of 
ingenious thoughts, in a well laid defign, difpofed 
into numbers, is poetry. — Then good poetry may 
be in any language*— But fome nations {peak rough, 
and their words are confounded with a multitude of 
hard confonants, which makes the numbers unhar- 
monious. Befides, their language is fcanty, which 
makes a difagreeable repetition of the fome.words, 
• — Thefe are no defe&s.in ours ; the pronunciation 
is liquid and fonorous, and much fuller than the? 
Englijk, of which we are matters, by being taught 
It in ourfcbools, and daily reading it ; which being 
added to all our own native words, of eminent fig T 
nificancy, makes our tongue by far the completed: 
for inftance, I can fay, an empty houfe> a toom barrel, 
a b»fi-bead 9 and a hollow heart. — Many fuch ex- 
amples might be given, but let this one fuffice. 
• 1 cannot here omit a paragraph or two of a Pre- 
face, wrote by the learned Dr. Sewel, to a London 
edition of one of my Paftorals, after he has -faid 
fome things very handfomely in my favour,*— In 
behalf of our language he exprefles himfelf thus.: 
The following Poem* if J am not rnrjlaien (for Ifef 
up for no critic) is a true and jufi Paftoralf abound- 
ing luith thofe beauties, which are either required, 
or are to bt found in the beft eftetmed Paftorals. 
x The Scoticifms, which, perhaps may offend fome 
ovtr-nice car, gi've nenv life and grace to the poetry , 

and 



n ne preface: 

and become tbtir place as well as tbe Doric du&eB of 
Theocritus, Jo mucb admired by tbe bcft judges. 
When I mention tbat tongue, I bewail my own little 
knowledge ofit,finee I mat witbfo many words and 
fbrafesfo exprfjrvt of tbe ideas tbey are intended to 
reprefent, jt Jmall acquaintance witb tbat language, 
and our Englifh poets, will convince any man, tbat 
we fpend too much time in looking abroad fir trifling 
delicacies, wbeu we may be treated at borne with a 
more fnbftantial, as well as a more elegant enter- 
tainment. 

There are feme of the following, which we com- 
monly reckon Englijh poetry, fuch as the Morning 
Interview, Content, &c. bat all their difference 
from the others is only in the orthography of feme 
words ; fuch as from for froe, bold for bauld, and 
fane few names of things ; and in thofe, tho' th* 
words be pure Englijh, the idiom or phrafeology is 
ftill Scots. 

Throughout the whole, I have only copied from 
nature ; and with all precaution have ftadied, as far 
as it came within the ken of my obfervVuion and 
memory, not to repeat what has been already faid 
by others, tho' it be next to impoffible ibmetimes 
to ftand clear of them, eQ>eciaUy in the little Love- 
plots of a foag.— There are, towards the end of • 
this Mifcellany, five or £x imitations of Horace, 
which any acquainted with that author will pre* 
iently obferve. — I have only fnatched at his thought 
and method in grofs, and drefs'd them up in Scots, 
without confining myfelf to no more or no lefs ; fo 
that thefe are only to be reckoned a following of 
his manner. 

This is all I think needful in defence of my book, 
rfad to keep it in countenance with a Preface, 

a ft . 
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Ta Mr. AllAK Ram 3 at, en his 

Poetical Works* 

TTAIL northern bard ! thou fav'rite of the tf ine, 
Ij, Bright, or as Horace did, or Virgil fhine. 
Jn ev'ry part of what thou'ft done we find 
Hdw they, and great Apollo too, have jdhVcf 
To furniih thee with an uncommon (kill, 
And with poetick fire thy bofbm fill. 

Thy Morning Interview throughout is fraught • 
With tuneful numbers and rhajeftick thought : 
And Celja> who her lover's fuit difdain'd, 
Is by all-powerful gold at length obtain'd* 

When wintry's hoary aipeft makes the plains * 
Unplea&nt to the nymphs and jovial fwains ; 
Sweetly thou do'ft thy rural couples call 
To pleafures known within Edna's wall. 



When, Allan* thou> for reafons thou know'il Beft, 
Dodm'd bufy Cowper to eternal reft : 
What mortal could thine el'gy on him read, 
And not have fworn he was defunct indeed ! 
Yfct, that he might not lofe accuftom'd dues. 
You rous'd him from the grave to open pewi 
Such magick, worthy Allan, hath thy mule. 



iws ; v 



Th' experienc'd bawd, in apteft drains thou'ft made 
Early inftruct her pupils in their trade ; *• 

Left when their faces wrinkled are with age, 
They (hould no; cullies as when young engage, 

A4 But 



v'rii On Mr. Ramfay V Poetical Works. 

But on our fex why art thoa fo fevere, 

To wifh for pleafurc we may pay fo dear t 

Suppofe that thou had'ft, after cheerful juice, 
Met with a ftrolling harlot wond'rous fpruce, v 
And been by her prevaiPd with to refort 
Where claret might be drunk, or, if not, port ; 
Suppofe, I fay, that this thou granted had, . . 
And freedom took with the enticing jade, 
Would'it thou not hope fome artift might be found 
To cure, if ought you ail'd, the fmarting wound ? 

When of the Caledonian garb you fing, 
{Which from Tartana*s diftant clime you bring), 
With how much force you recommend the plaid, 
To ev'ry jolly fwain, and lovely maid. 
But if, as fame reports, fome of thofe wights, 
Who canton'd are among the rugged heights, 
No breeks put on, Ihould'ft thou not them advife, 
(Excuie me, Ramfay ', if I am too nice) 
To take, as fitting 'tis, fome fpeedy care 
That what fhould hidden be, appears not bare ; 
Left damfels, yet unknowing, mould by chance, 
Their nimble ogle t'wards the objett glance : 
If this thou do'ft, we, who the fouth pofTefs, 
May teach our females how they ought to drefs ; 
But chiefly let them underftand, 'tis meet 
They mould their legs hide more, if not their feet, 
Too much by help of whale- bone now difplay'd, 
Ev'n from the duchefs to the kitchen-maid ; 
But with more reafon, thofe who give diftafte, 
When on their uncouth limbs our eyes we caft. 

Thy other fonnets in each ftanza fhew, 
What, when of love you think, thy miife can do. 

So 
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On Mr. RtmfoyVPoeticdPmrks. if? 

So movingly thou'ft made the arn'rous fwain, 
Wifh on the moor his lafs to meet again, ' 
That I, methinks, find an unufual pain. 
Nor haft thou, chearful bard, expreft lefs flcill, 
When the brifk lafs you fang of Patie's-mill ; 
Or Sufy, whom the lad with yellow hair, 
Thou'ft made in foft and pleafing notes prefer 
To nymphs lefs handfome, conilant, gay and fair. 

In lovely drains kind Nancy you addrefs, 
And make fond Willy his coy jean poflefs : 
Which done, thou'ft bleft the lad in Ncl/y'$ arms, 
Who long had abfent been 'midft dire alarms. 
And artfully you've plac'd within the grove, 
Jammie to hear his miftrefs own her love. 

A gentle care you've found for Strepbon* breaft, 
By fcornful'2fc//y long depriv'd of reft. 
And when theblifsful pairs you thus Have crown'df, 
You'd have the glafs go merrily around, 
To fhake off care, and render fleep more found. 

Who e'er (hall fee, or hath already feen, 
Thofe bonny lines call'd CbriJFs kirk on the Green, 
Muft own that thou baft., to thy 1 ailing praife, 
Deferv'd as well as royal Jambs the bays. 
'Mong other things you've painted to the life, *1 
A fot unaftive lying by his wife, ^ 

Which oft 'twixt wedded folks makes woful ftrife. j 

When 'gainft the fcribbling knaves your pen you 
drew, 
How didft thou lalh the vile prefumptuous crew 1 
Not much fam'd i?»f/>r, who had gone before, 
E'er ridicul'd his knight, or Ralpko more ; 
So well thou'sdone it, equal fmait they feel, 
As if thou'd pierc'd then hearts with killing fteel. 

They 



j| !ft tie Atrf iroi. 

They thus fubdtr'd, you in pathetick rhyme* 
it fubjed undertook that's more/fublime, 

?/ noble thoughts, and wohh diftreetly join'd, 
hou taught'ft me how I may contentment find. 
And when to Jddk's fame yon touch'd the lyre, 
Thou fang'ft like one of the feraphiek choir. 
So fmoothly flow thy natural rural (trains, 
§b fweetly too, you've made the mournful (wains 
His death lament, what mortal can forbear 
Shedding, like us, upon his tomb a tear. 

Go Oil, fam'd bard, thou wonder of our days, 
And crown thy head with never-fading bays ; 
While grateful Britons do thy lines revere, 
And value, as they ought, their Virgil here. 

J. BURCHBT. 



To the AuTHoa. 

AS once I view'd a rural fcene, 
With rummer's fweets profufely wild j 
Such pleafure footh'd my giddy fenfe, 
I ravifh'd Hood, while nature finifcl* 

Straight I refolvM and chofe a field, 
Where all the fpring I might transfer ; 

There flood the trees in equal rows, 
Here Flora's pride in one parterre. 

The talk wa$ done, the fweets were fled, 

Each plant had loft its fprightly air, 
As if they grudg'd to be confin'd, 

Or to their will not matched were. 

The 



To the Atrrfcoiu xi 

The narrow fcene difpleas'd my mind, 
Which daily (till more hosiery, grew : 

At length I fled the loathed fight, 
Andhy'd me to the fields a-new. 

Here nature wanton'd in her prime ; 

My fancy rang'd the boundlefs wade : 
Each different fight pleas 'd with furprize, 

I welcomed back the pleafures pad. 

Thns fome who feel Jpoltos rage, 
Would teach their mufe her drefs and time. 

Till hampered fo with rules of art, 
They (mother quite the vital flame. 

The daily chime, die fame dull tone; 

Their mufe no daring fallies grace, 
But ftirly held with bit and curb, 

Keeps heavy trot, tho' equal pace* 

Bat who takes nature for his rule, 
Shall by her gen'rous bounty (hine ; 

His eafy mufe revels at will* 
And (bike* new wonders every line. 

Keep then, my friend, your native guide, 

Never diitruft her plentebu* (lore, 
Ne'er lefs propitious will (he prove 

Than now* but, if (he can, dill more. 

c.r. 
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To. Mr. Allan Ramsay- 



TOO blindly partial to my native tongue, 
Fond of the fmoothnds of our Englijb fong ; 
At firft thy numbers did uncouth appear, 
And fhock'd the affetted nicenefs of the ear. 
Thro' prejudice's eye each page I fee ; 
Tho* ail were beauties, none were fo to me. 
Yet fham'd at laft, whilft all thy genius own, 
To have that genius hid from me alone ; 
RefolvM to find, for praife or cenfure, caufe, 
Whether to join with all, or all oppofe. 
Careful I read thee o'er and o'er again : 
At length the ufeful fearch requites my pain ; 
My fklfe diftafte toinftant pleafures turn'd, 
As much I envy as before I fcorn'd : 
And thus the error of my pride to clear, 
I fign my honed recantation here. 

C. Beckincham. 



To Mr. All^n Ramsay, in the Publication 

of his Poems. 

DEAR Allan, who that hears your drains, 
Can grudge that you mould wear the bays* 
When 'tis fo long fince Scotia s plains 
Could boaft of fuch melodious lays I 

What 



fp Mr. Ramfay on Us Poems, xii* 

What tho' the criticks, fnarling curs ! 
. Cry out, your Pegafus wants reins ; 
Bid them provide themfelves of fpurs ; 
Such riders need not fear their brains. 

A mufe that's healthy, fair and found, 

With noble ardor iearlefs hailes 
O'er hill and dale ; but carpet- ground 

Was ay for tender-footed beafb. 

E'en let the fuflian coxcombs chufe 

'I heir carpet-ground ; but the green field 

Was held a walk for VirgiV% mufe, 
And Virgil was an unco* chield J 

Your mufe, upon her native flock 

Subiifting, raifes thence a name ; 
While they are forc'd to pick the lock 

Of other bards, and pilfer fame. 

Oft when I read your joyous lines, 

So full of pleafant jefls and wit, 
So blyth and gay the humour mines, 

It gives me many a merry fit. 

Then when I hear of Maggys charms, 

And Roger tholing fair difdain, 
The bonny lafs my bofoni warms, 

And mickle i bemoan the fwain. 

For who can hear the lad complain, 

And not participate and feel 
His arrlefs unditfembled pain, 

ydsfs he has a heart of itccl. 

But 



x'tv ?** Mr. Ramfay on his Poems. 

Bat Patii't wiles and canning aits 

Appeafe th' imaginary grief, 
Declare him well a clown of parts, 

And bring [he wretched wight relief. 

More might be faid ; bat in a friend 
Encomiums feem but dull and flat. 

The wile approve, bat fools commend, 
A Pefe's authority for that. 

Elfe certit 'twere in me unmeet, 
To grudge the mufe's utmoft force, 

Or fpare in inch a caufe my feet, 
To clinch at leaft in praife of your's. 
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Morning Interview. 

Smtb killing Liohja thick tht Arrvwtfly, 
That. f tii unfaft to It a Stan Jo -Ay : 
Paett appraacbing to defctibe tit Fight, 
Art by their Waundi inftruBtd hvui ta mirite. 

Wailbi, 139. 

J? HEN filentfhow'rsrefrefh the pregnant 

n And tender fallats eat with Tifftan oil, 
si Harmonious mufick gladcnt ev'ry 
H grove, 

" While bleating lambkins from their 
parents rove. 
And o'er the plain the anxious mothers flray, 5 

Calling their tender care with hoarier, bae. 
Now cnearful Zephyr from the wtftern ikies 
With eafy flight o'er painted meadows flies, 
To kits his flora with a gentle air, 
Who yields to his embrace, and looks more fair. 10 
When from debauch with fp'ritaous juke op- . 
preft, 
The urns ofBattbm fbtgger home to reft. 
With tatted wigs, foul (noes, and uncock'd hats, 
And alt bedabbM with f»"ff their loofa cravats. 
Vol. I. B Th*. 



The fun began to fip the morning &ew 9 
As Damn from bis reftlefs pillow flew. 

• HimhtelrcwGf&*'s check a patch did wound* 
A patch high (bated on the bluihing round. 
His painful thoughts ail night-forbid him red, 
And he employ'd that night as one opprelt ; 20 
Mufing revenge, and ho% to countermine 
The ftrongeil force, and gv'ry deep defign 
Of patches* fans, of necklaces and rings* 
Ev'n mufick's pew'r, when Celt* plays or fings. 

Fatigu'd with running errands all die day. 



2; 



Happy in want of thought his valet lay, 
Recruiting flrengtfc with fleep.— His mailer calls, 
He ftarft with lock'd-up eyes, and beats the walls, 
A fecond thunder routes up the fot r 
He yawns and murmurs curfts thro' his throat : 30- 
Stockings awry, and breeches-knees unlac'd, 
And buttons ckymiftake their hales for hafte. 
His mailer raves,— -cries, Roger, make difpatch, 
Time flies apace. He fiown'd, andlook'd his watch t 
Hafte, do my wig, tiy't with the carelefs knots, 35, 
And run to Civet\ let him All my box. 
Go to my laundreft, fee what makes her Ray, 
And call a coach and baeber in your way. 

Thus orders juftie orders in a throng: 
Roger with laden mem'ry trots along. 40 

His errands done ; with brulhes neat he muft. 
Renew bis toH amidft perfuming duft ; 
The yielding comb be leads with artful care, 
Through crook'd meanders of the flaxen hair : 
E'er this performed he's almofl choak'd to death, 45 
The aj* i* thickeji'd, and he pants for breath. 

The 




The trawler thou in die N<m#m* plains 
A conflict with the driving &nds fuftaias. 

Two hours are pad, and Damon is equipf, 
Penfive he ftalks, and meditates the fight : 
Arm'd cap-a-pee, in drefs a killing beau, 
Thrice view*d hisglafc, and thrice refolyM to go 
Flufh'd full of hope to pvercome his foe. 
His early pray'rs were all to Paphos fent, 
That JWi lea-daughter wpu'd give he^qfent; jc, 
Ory'd, Send thy little fin unto mj aij. 
Then took his hat, tript out, and no more faid. 

What lofty thoughts do fcmetimes pufh a man 
Beyond the verge of his own native fpan ! 
Keep low thy thoughts, frail clay, nor boaft thy' 

pow*r ; 60 

Fate will be fate : And fince there's nothing fure, 
Vex not thyfeif too much, but catch th' au/pi- 

cious hour. 

The tow'ring lark had thrice his martins fung, 
And thrice were bells for pious fervice rung. 
In plaids wrap'd up, prudes throng the (acred dome* 
And leave the fpacious petticoat at home : 66 

While (bfteft dreams ieal'd up fair Cilia's eyes, 
She dreams of Damon, and forgets to rife* 
A fportive S)hb contrives the lubtile fnare. 
Sylphs know tpe charming baits which catch the fair) 
She ihews himhandfome, brawny, rich and young, 
With fnuff-boac, cane, and fword-knot finely hung, 
Well fciU'd in airs of dangle, tofi and r»p ? 
Thofe graces which the tender hearts entrap. 

Where jfglus oft makes law for iuftice pa&> 7 { 
A*d CHAR LEV* ftatue (lands in lading brafs, 

£ % Amidft 



• «... 

4 #fc Mo rninc Interview. - 

Amidft a lofty fqaare which (hikes the fight, 
With fpaciots fabricks of ftupendoos height ; 
Whofe fublime roofs in clouds adrance lo high,. , 
They fcem the watch-tow'rs of the nether Iky ; 80 - 
Where onctf alas ! where once the three eilates 
Of Scott at £$' parliament held free debates : 
He re Cclia dwelt, and here did Dumon move, 
Prefs'd by his rigid fate, and raging love. 

* 

' To her apartment ftraight the daring fwain 85 
Approached, and foftly knocked, nor knock'd in vain. 
The nymph new wak'd Harts from the lazy down, 
And rolls her gentle limbs in morning-gown : 
But half awake, (he judges it muft be 
Frankal a come to take her morning-tea ; 90 

Cries, Welcome, coufin. But fhe toon b:gan 
To change her vifage when file faw a man : 
Her unhYd eyes with various turnings range. 
And pale furprize to modeft red exchange : 
Doubtful 'twixt modefty and love ihe Hands, 95 
Then afk'd the bold im pertinent's demands. 
Her ftrokes are doubled, and the youth now found 
His pains increa(e,and open ev'ry wound. 
Who can describe the charms of loofe attire ? 
Who can refift the flames with which they fire ? 1 00 
Ah, barbarous maid ! he cries, fure native charms 
Are too too much : Why then fuch (tore of arms ? 
Madam, I come, prompt by th' uneafy pains, 
Cans'd by a wound from you, and want revenge ; 
A borrow'd pow'r was polled on a charm : ipg 

A patch, damn'd patch f can patches work fuch harm i 

He (aid ; then threw a bomb, lay hid within 
Love's mortar-piece, the dimple of his chin : 

It 



%be Mo n king Interview. 5 

It roifs'd for once, (he lifted up her head, 

And bluftrdafmile,that almoft ftruck him dead, 1 10 

Then cunningly retirti, but he purfu'd 

Near to the toilet, where the war renew'd 

Thus the great Fabius often gain'd the day 

O'er Hannibal* by frequent giving way : 

So warlike Bruce and Wallace fbmetimes deign'd 1 15 

To feem defeat* yet certain conqueft gain'd* 

Thus was he led in midft of Celiacs room, 
Speechlefs he flood, and waited for his doom : 
Words were but vain, he fcarce could ufe his breath, 
As round he view'd the implements of death. 1 20 
Her dreadful arms in carelefs heaps were laid 
In gay difbrder round her tumbled bed : 
He often to the foft retreat wou'd flare, 
Still wifliing he might give the battle there. 
Stunn'd with the thought, his wand'ring looks did 

ftray, 
To where lae'd fhoes and her filk (lockings lay, 
And garters which are never feen by day* 
His aazl'd eyes almoft defcrted light; 
No man before had ever got the fight: 
A lady's garters, earth ! their very name, 130 

Tho' yet nnfeen, fets all the foul on flame. 
The royal Ned knew well their mighty charms, 
Elfe he'd ne'er hoop'd one round the Engtijb arms. 
Let barb'rous honours crown the fword and lance. 
Thou next their King does Britijb knights advance, 
OGarter! Homjoit qui maly fenfe. 

O who can all thefe hidden turns relate, 
That do attend on a rafh lover's fate ! 

13*. The Royal Ned.) Edward HI. King of England, who 
cfiabli Jhed the mod honourable Order of the G arter. 

B 3 I* 



6 Tie Morning Iktkhvi * <wv* 

In deep diftfefs the yooth turnM up his eyes, 
As ifto aflt aJfiftance from die flow* 140 

The petticoat was hanging ob a pin* 
Which the unlucky (wain ftarM up within : 
His curioui eyes too daringly did rove, 
Around this oval conic vault of love : 
fiim&if alone can tell the pain he found, 14$ 

While his wild fight furvey'd forbidden ground* 
He view'd the ten-fold fence, and gave a groan * 
His trembling limbs be/poke his courage gone : 
Stupid and pale he flood, like ftatue dumb, 
The amber fnuff dropp'd from his carfelefs thumb. 
Be filcnt here, iny Mufe, and ihun a plea *5 ! J 
May rife betwixt old Bicterftajf xcib me ; > 

For none may touch a petticoat but be. J 

Damon thus foilM, breath'd With a dying tone, 
A(Pft% je pontfrs tf bve, elfi I am gone. 1 5 5 

The ardent pray'r foon reached the Cyprian grove, 
Heard and accepted by the queen oflove. 
Fate was propitious too, her ion was by, 
Who 'midft his dread artillery did lie 
Ol Flanders lace, and ((raps 01 curious dye. 1 60 
On Indian muflm fliades the God did loll, 
His head reclin'd upon a tinfy roll. 

The mother Goddefs thus her fat befyoke, 
♦*Thou muft, my bo*, aflame the fliape of Sheet, 

* And faap to CW?Vs tap ; whence thou may flip 1 6$ 
f *Thy paw up to her breaft, and reach her lip : 

* Strike deep thy charms, thy pow'rful artdifplay, 

* To male* yourig Damon conqueror today. 

* Thou need not biufli to change thy fhape, fince 

€ Javi 

* TtfA mofi of brutal forms to gain hit love ; 1 70- 

'Who 



* Who that he might his loud Saturnia gvS\ $ 
■* *For fair Eurvfa's fake inform'd a bull. 

She fpoke— -not quicker does the lamp of day 
Dart on the mountain tops a gilded ray, 
Swifter than lightening flies before the clap, 1 y£ 
from Cyprus iSe he reached Celas lap.: 
Now fawns, how wags his tail, .and licks her arm; 
She hugs him to her breaft, nor dreads the harm. 
So in sfcattius* mape,:4he God unfeen 
X>f old deceiv'd the Carthaginian queen, x $q 

So now the fubtile pow*r his' time elpies, ' v 

And threw two barbed darts in Celt ah eyes : 
Many were broke before he cou'd fucceed ; 
iBut that of gold flew whizzing through her head : 
Thefe were his laft referve. — When others fail, 1 8£ 
Then the refulgent metal mull prevail. 
ileafure produc'd by money now appears. 
Coaches and fix run rattling in her ears. 
O liv'ry-men ! /attendants ! houfbold-plate ! 
Court- potts and vifits ! pompous air and ttate ! rj© 
How can your fplendor eafy acceis jind, 
And gently captivate the fair one's mind ? 
S^ccefs attends, Cupid has play 'd his part, 
And funk the pow'rful venom to her heart. 
She cou'd no more, (he's catcbed in the (hare, 1 95 
Sighing 4he fainted in her eafy chair. 
No more the (anguine ftreamsin blufhes glow, 
But to fupport the heart all inward flow, 
Leaving the cheek as cbld and white as ibow* 
Thus Ct/ia fell, or rather thus did rife: 260 

Thus Damon mfede, or dfe was made a prize ; 
For both were conquerors, and both did yield, 
«Fkft (he, now he, is matter of thereto. 

B 4 N«r 



I 



8 The Morning Interview. 

Now he refumes frefli life, abandons fear, 

Jumps to his limbs, and does more gay appear. 205 
Jot gaming heir when his rich parent dies, 
Not sealot reading Hacknefs party-lies, 
Not (oft fifteen on her feet-wafhing night, 
Not poet when his mufe fublimes her night, 
Not an old maid for fame young beauty's fall, 2 1 o 
Not the long tender SHbhr at his call, 
Not huibandmnn in drought when rain defcends, 
Not mifs when Limberham his purle extends, 
E'er knew fuch raptures ad this joyful fwain, 
When yielding, dying Celt a calm'd his pain. 21} 
The rapid joys now in fuch torrents roul, 
That fcarce his organs can retain his foul. 



Victor, he's gen'rous, courts the fair's efteem, 
And takes a baton fiU'd with limpid dream, 
Then from his fingers fbrm'd an artful rain, 220 
Which rouz'd the dormant fpirits of her brain, 
And made the purple channels flow again. 
She lives, he fings; me fmiles, and looks more tame: 
Now peace and friendfhip is the only theme. 



\ 



\ 



Themufe owns freely here fhe does not know 2 2 5 
If language pafs'd between the Bell and Beau, 
Or if in courtfhip fuch ufe words or no. 
But, fure it is, there was a parley beat, 
And mutual love finihYd the proud debate. 
Then to complete the peace, and feal the blifs, 230 
He for a diamond ring received a kifs 

*i I. StiMer.) A probationer. 
213. Limberham.) A kind keeper. 
«27« Ufe Words.) It being aliedged that the eloquence t>f 
this fpede lies in the elegance of drcfs. 

Of 



The Morni~ng Int. brvie w. q 

Of hcrfoft hand.— Next the afpiring youth. 
With eager tranfports prefs'd her glowing mouth. 
So by degrees the eagles teach their young 
To mount on high and flare upon the fun. 235 

A fumptaoos entertainment crowns the war, 
And all rich requiiitcs are brought from far. 
The table boafts its being from Japan, 
TV ingenious work of fome great arcifan. 
Cbin* 9 where potters coarfeft mould refine, 240 
That rays through the tranfparent veiTels fhinc ; 
The coftly plates and dilhe* are from thence, 
And Jfkazonia mull her fweets difpence ; 
To her warm banks our veflcls cut the main. 
For the fweet product of her lufcious cane. 245 
Here Scotia does no coftly tribute bring, 
Only fome kettles full of Todian fpring. 

Where Indus and the double Ganges flow, 
On odoriferous plains the leaves do grow, 
Chief of the treat, a plant the boaft of fame, 2 50 
Sometimes call'd Green> Bobea% its greater name. 

O happie.fi of herbs ! Who would not be 1 

PythagonVd into the form of thee, v 

And with high tranfports aft the part of Tea! j 

ICifles on thee the haughty Belles beitow, 255 
While in thy ftreams their coral lips do glow ; 
Thy virtues and thy flavour they commend, 
While men, even Beaux, with parched lips attend, 

243. Amazonia.) A famous river in South America, whence 
we nave our fugar* 

147. Todian fpring.) Tod's well, which fupplies the city 
with water. 



to EkgydttMAGGY JottKSToifc. 
EPILOGUE. 

<f HE curtain \i drawn : nowgen'rous reader fay* 

Have ye not read warfe numbers in a flay f 260 
Sure here is fUt* &***• chmraSer mud time* 

jlUfmoothiy wreught imped firm British rhimt. 
I own 'tis But a /ample ifmy /«>/, 
Which ajks the eivUj***** *fy**r praije. 

Seftowt tvithfneedem, letytnr predje he tuple, z6f 
And I mxfef will fl»w you geed example. 
Keep up pur fact > aJtho' du'i Critic ks fyumt % 
Jndcry, with empty n$a\ There's mthtugin't: 
Vhey only mean there's nothing they <*n uje * 
Becmufi they find maft where there's mtfi refufi. 270 



-Elegy on Maggy Johnston, who 

died anno jj ix. 

AULD Peefyy ttourn » Mk fcae> 
Let fbuth <w tears drteplike May dew, 

r io braw tippony bid adieu* 

Which we with greed 
.Bonded as fall as lhe cou'd brew, 

But ah ! fat's dead. 6 

Maggy JohniUn lived abort a mile feuthward of gdinbofgh, 
Jccpt a lit le farm, and had a particular art of brewing a (mall 
-fort of ale agreeable to the tafte, very white, clear, and intori- 
Mcarfttg, which made people, who loved to have a good penny* 
-worth for their money, be her frequent coftomers. And many 
f <*hett of every (ration* Aeiettaft fe*4ttvtrfieft, thought it *• 
affront to be feen in her barn or yard. 

* . Aold ft eeky ) A name the country people-give fidinbwgh 
.from the cloud of fmoak or reek that is always impending ovor it. 
* 3. to -braw tippony.) She fold the Sc itt pint, which is near 
.two quarts Engliih,. for two-pence. 



Elegy^rMAOGV Johnston, it 

To tell the truth now Maggy dang, 
Of cuitomers flie had a bang • 
For lairds and fOuters a' did gang 

To drink bedeen,. 
The barn and yard was aft fae tht ang, 

We took the green. 12 

And there- by dfzens we lay down. 
Syne fweetly ca'd the healths arown, 
To bonny lafies black or brown* 

As We looM beft ; 
Jn bumpers we dull cares did drown, 

And took our reft. 18 

When in our pontch we fand fome clinks, 
And took a turn o'er Brunt sfield-Links, 
Aften in Meggfs at (?y-jiftks, 

We guzlM Scuds, 
Till we cou'd fcarce w! hale out drinks 

Cad aff our duds. 24 

We 

7. Maggy dang.) He dings, or dang, is a phrafe which meant 
to excel or get the better. 

20. Bruntsfietd 'Links.) Field* between Edinburgh and 
Maggy's, where the citizens commonly play at the Gowfr*. 

a i. Hy-jintts.) A drunken f ame, or new project to drink 
and be rich } thus, the queffor cup is filled to the brim, then. 
•ne of the company takta a pair of dice, and after crying Hy- 
jtnks, he throws them out : the number he cafts np points out 
tile priori tenth drink, he who threw, beginning at hira&lf 
number one, and fo round till the number of the pcrfon aaree 
with that of the dice, (which may fall upon himfelf if die 
nutWberiJe whhm twelve j) then he fets the dice to him, or 
bids him take them s he on whom they fall is obliged to drink, 
or )>ay* itaail forfeiture in money 5 then throws, and fo on t 
but if he forgets to cry Hy -jinks, he pays a forfeiture into the 
tank. How he on whom it falls to drink, if there be any 
thing in batik worth drawing, gets k all if he drinks. Then 
with a great deal *f caution he empties his cup, fweeps up the 
ftsaey* and orders the cup to be filled again, and then throws j 

for 



iz Elegy ohMaccy Johnston. 

We drang and drew, and filPd again, 
O wow bat we were Myth and fain ! 
When ony had their count miftain, 

O it was nice, 
To hear as a* cry, pike ye*r bain 

And fpell ye'r dice. 30 

Fou clofs we us'd to drink and rant, 
Until we did baith glowr and gaunt, 
And pifh and fpew, and yefk and maont, 

Right fwoih I true ; 
Then of auld ftories we did cant 

When we were fou. 36 

When we were weary'd at the gowfF, 
Then Maggy Jobnftons was our howff; 
Now a* our gamefters may fit dowff, 

Wi* hearts like lead, 
Death wi' his rung rax'd her a yowff, 

And foe flie died. 4* 

Maun we be fore'd thy (kill to tine ? 
For which we will right fair repine ; 
Or hafl thou left to bairns of thine 

The pauky knack 
Of brewing ale amaift like wine? 

That gar'd us crack. 48 

for If he err in the articles, he lofes the privilege of drawing 
the money. The articles are, (1) Drink, (4) Draw, (3) Fill, 
(4) Cry Hy-jinks, (5) Count juft, (6) Chufe your doublet, man, 
viz. when two equal numbers of the dice is thrown, theperfon 
whom you chufe muft pay a double of the common forfeiture, 
and fo muft you when the dice is in his hand. A rare project 
this, and no bubble I can aflure you ; for a covetous fellow may 
fave money, and g*t hixnfelf as drunk as he can defirc in leu 
than an hour's time. 

29. Pike ye'r Bain.) Ts a cant phrafe, when one leaves a little 
in the cup, he is advifed to pike his bone, i. e. drink it clean out. 

41. Rax'd hex a youft) Reach'd her a blow. 

Sae 



Elegy0*MAGGY Johnston. 13 

Sae brawly did a peafe-fcon toaft 
Biz i' the qnef£ and flie the froft ; 
There we gat foa wi' little coft, 

And muckle fpeed; 
Now wae worth death, oar (port's a' loft, 

Since Maggf* dead, 54. 

Ac fimmer night I was fee foa, 
Amane the riggs I geed to fpew 3 
Syne down on a green bawk, I trow 

I took a nap, 
And foucht a* night balillilow, 

As found's a tap. 60 

And whan the dawn begoud to glow, 
I hiril'd up my dizzy pow, 
Frae 'mang the corn like wirricow, 

Wi' bains fae fair, 
And ken'd nae mair than if a ew 

How I came there* 66 

Some (aid it was the pith of broom 
That (he ftow'd in her mafking-loom, 
Which in our heads rais'd fie a room, 

Of (bme wild (ced, 
Which aft die chaping ftoup did toom, 

But filTd our head. 72 

But now fnce 'tis fee that we mult 
Not in the belt ale put oar truft, 

50. Flie the froft.) Or fright the froft or coldnefs oat of it. 
55. Ae fimmer night, &c.) the two following tonus axe 
• true narrative. 
* On that Aid place where I 'audit brake my bain*, 
To be a warning I letup twa ftains. 
That nana may venture there as I have done, 
Vnleft w{* trotted naib he climVd hit moon. 

4 T ' But 



U Elegy** Jow* Cqwp**# 

Bat whan we're auld return to duft, 

Without reiqead, 
. Why fhou'd we take it in ftfgaft 

That Magtfs dead. J2 

Of warldly comforts flie was ri£t, 
And liv'd a lang and hearty lifi^ 
Right free of care, or toil, or ftnfe, 

'Till (he wasted 
And ken'd to be a kanny wife 

At brewing ate, 64 

Then farewell, Maggy, done? and f?H, 
Of Srewers a' thou, bopr the bell $ 
Let a' thy goffie* yelp and yell, 

And without feed, 
Guefs whether ye're in heaven or hell, 

They're fure ye're dead, 90 

EPITAPH. 
Rare Maggy Johnston. 



Elegy on John C w p $ r, Kirk-Trea- 
furtr's Man % anno 1714, 

IWairn ye a* to greet and drone, 
John Cvwpetts dead, Ohon ! Ohon I 
To fill his poll, alake there's none, 

That with fie fp*c4 

*Tis neceflary for the illuffcation of this Elegy to fcaAggifL . 
to let them a little into thefctfo^tf fih$ l^J^reaiGpfejF *nd 
his man : the treafurer is cbofen «Yfirjr yqar, a citizen rf fnqfted 
tor riches and hpjtefty j be js yefted wtfh an ajtfduie powft to 
feite and imprUJan the giria that are tpo impatient tp have on 
thftr $reen gown before it be hem'd 3 them he ffrilfy examines, 

but 






Elegy** Jqhn Cowfsr* if 

Coo/d fa'r fculdadry out like 7obv % 

But now He's dead. i- 

He was right nacky in his way, 
Aid eydent btjtfe b« right and day, 
He wi* the lad* his partcooM pfciy, 

'When rignt (air feed, 
He gait diem good biU*fi)l*r play, 

J?t)t now he's dead. i 2. 

Of whore-hanting he gat hh fill,. ' 
And made be't many pint and gill : 
Of his braw poll he thought nae ill, 

Nor did nae need, 
Now they may mak a kirk and mill 

O't, fince he's dead. i* 

Altho' he was nae man of weir, 
Yet mony a an*, wi quaking fear* 

lint no liberty to be granted tJJl a fair account be given of tfcefr 
perfons they have obliged; It muft be (b : a Hit is frequently 
given Jbmetimes of a dozen or thereby of married or unmarried? 
unfair tradets whpm they (ecretly aflifted in running their 
goods } thefe bis lord&ip make? p*y to forae purpofe KCQrdjftg 
t* their ability, 6?r *k* »& of the yopr : if the lads be obftre^ 
perous, the Kirk- Seffiona, and worft of all, the /tool of re- 
pentance is threatned } a nuaiflimoat *bi«hfew of any fpirit* 
•an bear. 

The treafarer being changed every year, never comes to be? 
gerfedly acquainted with the affair j but their general fervant 
continuing for a longtime, is more expert at discovering fucK 
prions,, and the places of their refort, whUh malttt him ca«», 
pehlc to do himferf and cuftornets both a good or ill turn*' 
John Cowper maintained this poll with a$ivity and good &c-« 
•eft for feveral yean. 

5. Sa'rfctildudiy.) Wallafiontoa ibent-dog, Sa'rrrotn Sa- 
vour or Swell* Sculdudryauaine commonly given to Whoring*. 

$1. BiU-ffller.) Bull-Aver. 
She fa\» theCow weHfc.rVd.ap4 took »Qroat. Oay. 



16 Elegy on John Cow per.. 

Durft fcarce afore his face appear, 

But hide their head ; 

The wylie carle he gathered gear, 

And yet he's dead* 24. 

Ay now to fome part far awa, 
Alas he's gane and left it a* ! 
May be to fome fad whilliwba 

O' fremit blood, 
*Tis an ill wind that dis na blaw 

Some body good. 30 

Fy upon death, he was to blame 
To whirle poor Jfibn to his lane hame : 
But tho' his irfe be cauld, yet lame, 

Wi' tout of trumpet, 
Shall tell how Co*ff*r , s awfou name 

. Cou'd fiie a (trumpet* 36 

He ken'd the bawds and louns fou well. 
And where they us'd to rant and reel. 
He paukily on them cou'd fteal, 

And (boil their (port ; 
Aft they did wiih the muckle dc'el 

Might tak him for*t. 42 

Bat ne'er a ane of them he iparM, 
E'en tho' there was a drunken laird 
To draw his fword, and make a faird 

In their defence, 
J$bn quietly put them in the guard 

To learn mair fen& 48 

There maun they ly till ibber grown, 
The lad neift day his fault maun own; 

27* Whjlliwha of fremit blood.) Whilliwha is a kind of tit 
infinuating deceitful fellow j Fremit blood, not a-kin, becatsfe 
he had then no legitimate heirs of his own body* 

45. Make a faird.) A buAJe like a bully. 

And 



Elegy wJohn CowPit. -iy 

And to keep a' things hulh and, low'n, . 

He minds the poor, 
Syne after a* his ready's flown, 

He damns the whore. 54, 

And fhe, poor jade, withoutten din, 
Is fent to Leith^wynd-Bt to fpin, 
With heavy heart and death ing thin^ 

And hungry wame, 
And ilky month a well paid {kin, 

To make her tame. 60 

But now they may fcoure up and down, 
And fafely gang their wakes arown, 
Spreading their claps throw a' the town, . , ' 

But fear or dread ; 
For that great kow to bawd and lown, 

John Cowper's dead. 66 

Shame faw ye'r chandler chafts, O death, . 
For flapping of John Coivper's breath ; 
The lofs of him is publick fkaith : 

I dare well fay, 
To quat the grip he was right laith 

This mony a day. 72 

POSTSCRIPT, 

OF umquhile John to lie or bann, 
Shaws but ill will, and looks right fhan, 
But fome tell odd tales of the man, 

For fifty head 

52. He minds the poor. ) Pays hufh-money to the treasurer. 

56. Leith-wynd-fit.) The houfc of correction at the foot of 
Leith-wynd, fuch as Bridewell in London. 

67. Chandler chafts.) Lean or meager cheeked, when the 
bones appear like the fides or corners of a candleftick, which 
in Scots we call a Chandler. 

Vol. I. C Cau 
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Can gi'e their aith they've fecn him gawn 

Since he was dead. 

Keek but up fchrbw ^fiinkingftik^ 
On Sunday morning a wee while, 
At the kirk-door but frae an ifte, 

It will appear ; 
But tak good tent ye dinna file 

Ye*r breeks for fear. 84 

For well we wat it is his ghaift, 
Wow, wad fome fowk that can do't beft 
Speak tilTt, and hear what it confett ; 

'Tis a good deed 
To fend a wand'ring faul to relt 

Araang the dead. 90 

Elegy on Lucky Wood in the Canon- 
gate, May 17 1 7. 

OCannigate ! poor elritch hole, 
What lofs, what croffes does thou thole ! 
London and death gars thee look drole, 

And hing thy head ; 

Wow, 

77. Seen him gawn.) The common people when they tell 
their tales of ghofts appearing, they fay, he has been fecn 
gawn or (talking. 

79. Stinking ft ile.) Oppofite to thi* place is the door vf the 
church which he attends, being a beadle. 

86. Wow, wad fome ftmk that can do't beft.) 'Tis another 
▼ulgar notion, that a ghoft will not be laid to reft, till fome 
: prieft fpeak. to it, and get account what dirturbs it. 

Lucky Wood kept an ale-houfe in the Canongate, was much 
lfefpe&ed for hofpitality, bonefty, and the neatnefs both of her 
perfon and houfe. 

3. London and death.) The place of her refidence being the 
greateft fuiFerer, by the lofs of bur members of parliament, 

wliich 



Elegy cnLucKr Wood. 19 

Wow, but thou has e'ea a caulcj coal 

To blaw indeed. 6 

Hear me ye hills, and every glen, 
Hk craig, ilk cleagh, and hollow den, 
And echo fhriU, that a' may ken 

The waefou thud 
Be racklefs death, wha came un&nn 

To Lucky Wood. 12 

She's dead o'er true, file's dead and cane, 
Left us and Willie burd alane, 
To bleer and greet, to fob and mane, 

And rugg our' hair, 
Becaufe we'll ne'er fee her again 

For evermair. 1 8 

She gae'd as fait as a new prin, 
And kept her houfie food and been ; 
Her peuther glanc'd upo' your een 

Like filler plate ; 
She was a donfie wife and clean, 

Without debate* 24 

It did anegood to lee hcriiools, 
Her boord, fire- fide, and facing took; 
Rax, chandlers, tangs, and nVe-ihools, 

Bafket wi' bread. 

which London now enjoys, many of them having their houfet 
there, being the fuburb of Edinburgh nearcft the king's pa- 
lace ; this with the death of Lucie y W.ood, a?e fu&4 en * to 
maice the place ruinous. 

11. Came unfennj or anient for j there's nothing ejitrapr- 
dinary in this, it beii g his common cu/fr>m,£JKe^^ jb#fte few 
inftances of late finoe the failing of the bubbles* 

14. Willie.) Her hufband William Wood. 

%6. Facing tool*.) ftsivtys (W pots) a*d «qp», fe c^U'd fyota 
the Facers, See 1. 29. 

C 2 Poor 
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Poor facers now may chew pea-hools, 

Since Lucifs dead. 30 

She ne'er gae in a lawin faufe, 
Nor ftoups a froath aboon the hauie, 
Nor kept dow'd tip within her waws, 

But reaming fwats ; 
She never ran four jute, becaufe 

It gee's the batts. 36 

She had the gate fae well to pleafe, 
With gratis beef, dry fiih, or cheefe ; 
Which kept our puifes ay at eafe, 

And health in tift, 
And lent her frefh nine gallon trees 

A hearty lift. 42 

She ga'e us aft hail legs o' lamb, 
And did nae hain* her mutton ham ; 
Than ay at Yule, when e'er we came, 

A bra' goofe pye, 
And was na that good belly baum ? 

Nane dare deny. 4S 

The writer lads fo well may mind her, 
Furthy was me, her luck defign'd her 
Their common mither, fure nane kinder 

Ever brake bread ; 
She has na left her make behind her, 

But now flie's dead. 54. 

29. Poor facers.) The facers were a club of fair drinkers, 
who inclined rather to fpend a /hilling on ale than two-pence 
for meat 5 they had their name from a rifle they obfervad of 
obliging themfelves to throw all they left in the cup in their 
own faces : wherefore to fave their face and cloaths, they pru- 
dently fuck'd the liquor clean out. 

3 1 . She ne'er gae in, &c. ) All this verfe is a fine picture of 
aa hooeft ale-feller j a Rarity. 

"«. v To 



Elegy 0» Lucky Wood. 21 

To the fma' hours we aft fat ftill# 
Nick'd round our toalts and fnifhing mill ; 
Good cakes we wanted ne'er at will, 

The beft of bread, 
Which aften coft us mony a gill 

To Aikenbead. 60 

Cou'd our faut tears like Clyde down rin, 
And had we cheeks like Corra's lin, 
Thet a' the warld might hear the din 

Rairfraeilk head; 
She was the wale of a' her kin, 

But now (he's dead. 66 

O Lucky Woed, 'tis hard to bear 
The lofs ; but oh ! we maun forbear : 
Fet fall thy memory be dear 

While blooms a tree, 
And after ages bairns will fpear 

'Bout thee and me. 72 
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EPITAPH. 

Eneatb this fod 
Lies Lucky Wood, 
Whom a' men might put faith in ; 
Wha ivas na faueer, 
Whiie Jhe ivinn'd here. 
To cramm our nuamesfor naitbing. 

60. To Aikenhead.) The Nether-bow porter, to whom 
Lucky' s cuftomers were often obliged for opening the port for 
them, when they (laid out 'till the finall hours after midnight* 

62. Like Corra's lin.) A very high precipice nighLanerk, 
over which the river of CJyde falls, malting a great n«i&, 
which is heard Come miles cff. 

C 3 Lucky 
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Lucky SpSnce'j lafl Advice. 1 

THREE timet the car line grained and rifted, 
1 hen /roe the cod her pcwjbe lifted, 
In bawdy policy well gifted. 

When Jke now faun, 
That dea(b vse longer *wad be Jhifted, 

She thus began : 

MY loving laffes, I matin leave ye, 
But dinna wi' ye'r greeting grieve me. 
Nor wi' yout draunts and droning deave me, 

But bring's a gill ; 
For faith, my bairns, ye may believe me, 

'Tis 'gainft my will. I z 

O black>eyV Beft and mim-mou'd Meg, 
O'er good to work or yet to beg ! 
Lav funkots up for a fair kg, 

For whan ye fail, 
Ye'r face will not bew*rth a feg, 

Nor yet ye'r tail, it 

When e'er ye meet a fool that's fow, 
That ye'rea maiden gar him trow, 
Seem nice, but flick to him like glew ; 

And whan fet down, 

Lucky Spence, a famous bawd who flourished for feveral 
years about the beginning of the eighteenth century ; flie had 
her lodgings near Holyrobd-houfe ; flie made many a benefit- 
night to herfelf, by putting a trade in the hands of young laffes 
that had a little pertaets, ftrong paflions, abundance of lazi- 
nefs, and no fore- thought. 

13. Mim-rrtoo'd.) Exprefles an affected modefty, by apre- 
eifenefs about the mouth. 

Drive 
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Drive at the Jangp tPJ be fpew, 
* Syn he'll deep foun. 24 

Whan he's afleep, then dive and Catch 
Hm ready ca(h, his rings or watch ; 
And gin he likes to light his match 

At your fpunk-box, " 
Ne'er ftand to let the fumbling wretch 

E'en take the pox. : 30 

Cleck a' ye can be hoak or crook, 
Ryp ilky poutch fpae Hook to nook ; 
Be fure to truff his pocket book, 

Saxty pounds Scots 
Is- nae deaf nits : in little bouk 

Lie great bank-notes. 36 

To get a mends of whindging fooli, . 
That's frighted for repenting-ltools, 
Wha often, whan their metal cools, 

Turn fweer to pay, 
Gar the kirk-boxie hale the dools 

Anither day. 42 

But dawt red coats, and let them fcoup, 
Free for the fou of cutty ftoup ; 

27. Light his match, &c ) I could give a large annotation 
on this fentence, but do not incline to explain every thing, left 
I difoblige future criticks, by leaving nothing for them to do. 

35. Is nae deaf nits,) or empty nuts; this is a negative 
manner of faying a thing is fubftantial. 

37. To' get a mends.) To be revenged 5 of whindging fools, 
fellows who wear the wrong fide of their faces outmoft, pre- 
tenders to fanclity, who love to be fmuggling in a corner. 

40. Oar the kirk-boxie hale the dools.) Delate them to the 
klrk-treafurtr. Hale the dools, is a phrafe ufed at foot- ball, 
where the party that gains the goal or dool, is &id to hail it or 
win the game, and fo draws the flake. 

44. Cutty ftoap,) Little pot, i.e. a gill of brandy. 
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To gee them up, ye need na hope 

E'er to do well : 
They'll rive ye'r brats and kick your doup, 

And play the deel. 48 

There's ae fair crofs attends the craft, 
That curll correclion-houfe, where aft 
Vild hangy's taz ye'r riggings faft 

Makes black and blae, 
Enough to pit a body daft; 

But what'll ye (ay. 54 

Nane gathers gear withoutten care, 
Ilk pleafure has of pain a fkare ; 
Suppofe then they mould tirle ye bare, 

And gar ye like, 
E'en learn to thole ; His very fair 

Ye're nibour like. 60 

Forby, myJooves, count upo' lofTes, 
Ye'er milk-white teeth and cheeks like rofes, 
Whan jet-black hair and brigs of nofes 

Faw down wi' dads 
To keep your hearts up 'neath fie croffes, 

Set up for bawds. 66 

. Wi* well-criih'd loofs I hae been canty, 
Whan e'er the lads wad fain ha'e faun t'ye ; 
To try the auld game 7 aunty Raunty. 

Like coofers keen, 
They took advice of me your aunty, 

If ye were clean. 72 

51, Hangy's taz.) If they perform not the talk affigned 
their, they are whipt by the hangman. 

54. But what'U ye fay.) The emphafis of this phrafe, like 
many others, cannot be understood but by a native. 

Then 



Lucky Spence'j laji Advice. 25 

Then up I took my filler ca, 
And whiftTd benn whiles ane, whiles twa ; 
Roun'd in his lug, that there was a 

Poor country Kate % 
As hale/bme as the wall of Spaw, 

But unka blare. 78 

Sae whan e'er company came in, 
And were upo* a merry pin, 
I Aide away wf little din, 

And muckle menfe, 
Left confcience judge, it was a' ane 

To Lucky Spence. 84 

My Bennifon come on good doers, 
Who fpend their cafh on bawds and whores ; 
May they ne'er want the wale of cures 

For a fair fnout : 
Foul fa' the quacks wha that fire fmoors, 

And puts nae out. 90 

My malifon light ilka day 
On them that drink, and dinna pay, 
But tak a fnack and rin away ; 

May't be their hap 
Never to want a Gonorrhea, 

Or rotten clap. g<> 

74. And whittled benn.) But and Benn fignify different ends 
or rooms of a houfe j to hang But and Benn, is to go from one 
end of the houfe to the other. 

75. Roun'd in his lug.) Whifper'd in his ear. 

83. Left confcience judge.) It was her ufual way of vindi- 
cating herfelf to tell ye, When company came to her houfe, 
cou'd (he be fo uncivil as to turn them out ? If they did any 
bad thing, faid me, between GOD and their confcience bc't. 

88, Fire fmoors.) Such quacks as bind up the external fymp- 
toms of the pox, and drive it inward to the ftrong holds, 
whence it is not fo eafily expelled. 

Lafi 
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Lafs gi'e us in anitber gill, 
A mutch ken, Jo, let's tak oor fill ; 
Let death fyne regiftrate his bill 

Whan I want fenfe, 
I'll flip away with better will, 

Quo' Lucky S pence. 102 



TARTANA, or thr P L A I D. 

YE Caledonian beauties, who have long 
Been both the mufe. and fubjecl of my fbng, 
Affift your bard, who in harmonious lays 
Defigns the glory of your Plaid to raife : 
How my fond bread with blazing ardour glows, 5 
When e'er my fong on you juft praife bellows. 

Pba:bus % and his imaginary nine, 
With me have loft the title of divine; 
To no fuch lhadows will 1 homage pay, 
Thefe to my real mufes (hall give way : 10 

My mufes, who on fmooth meand'ring Tweed* 
Stray through the groves, or grace the clover mead ; 
Or thefe who bathe themfelves where haughty Clyde 
Does roaring o'er his lofty cat'rafls ride ; 
Or you who on the banks of gentle Toy 15 

Drain from the flowers the early dews of May, 
To varnilh on your cheeks the crimfon dy, 
Or make the while the falling fnow outvy : 
An J you who on Edinas ftreets difplay 
Millions of matchlefs beauties every day ; 20 

lafpir'd by you, what poet can defire 
To warm his genius at a brighter fire I 

5 I 
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I fwg the Plaid, and finr with all my flail, 
Motfnt then, O fancy, ftandard to my will ; 
Be ftrong each thought, run foft each happy line, 2 5 1 
That gracefulnefs and harmony may fhiae, v 

Adapted to the beautiful defign. 3 

Great is the fubjecl, vail th' exalted theme, 
And (hall ftand fair in endlefs rolls of fame. 

The Plaid's antiquity comes firft in view, 30 

Precedence to antiquity is due : 
Antiquity contains a certain fpell, 
To make ev'n things of little worth excell ; 
To fmalleft fubjetfs gives a glaring dafh, 
Protecting high- born idiots from the lafh : 3$ 

Much more 'tis valu'd, when with merit plac'd, 
It graces merit, and by merit's grac'd. 

O firft of garbs ! garment of happy fate I 
So long employed, of fuch an antique date; 
Look back feme thoufand years, till records fail, 40 
And lofe themfelves in fome romantic tale, 
We'll find our godlike fathers nobly fcorn'd 
To be with any other drefs adorn'd ; 
Before bafe foreign fafhions interwove, 
Which 'gainft their int'reft and their brav'ry ftrove. 
Twas they could boaft their freedom with proud 

And arm'd in fteel defpife the fenate's doom ; 
Whil'ft o'er the globe their eagle they difplay'd, 
And conquered nations proftrate homage paid, 
They only, they unconquerM ftood their ground, 5a 
And to the mighty empire fixt the bound. 
Our native prince who then fupply'd the throne, 
In Plaid array'd magnificently (hone : 
Norieem'd his purple, or his ermine lefs, 
Tho' covered by the Cakdonian drefs. 5 $ 

la 
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In this at court the thanes were gayly clad, 

With this the fhepherds and the hinds were glad, 

In this the warrior wrapt his brawny arms, 

With this oar beauteous mothers veil'd their charms ; 

When ev'ry youth, and every lovely maid 60 

Deem'd it a Dejbabille to want their Plaid, 

beav'ns ! how chang'd ? h.jw little look their 
race ? 

When foreign chains with foreign modes take place ; 
When Eajl and Weftt*n~hdies mull combine 
.To deck the fop, and. make the gewgaw mine. 65 
Thus while the Greiian troops in Perfia lay, ~\ 
And learn'd the habit to be {oft and gay, C 

By luxury enerv'd, they loft the day. 3 

1 aflc'd Fare/I, what foldiers he thought beft ? 
And thus he anfwer'd to my plain requeft; 70 

Were I to lead batallions out to war, 
And hop'd to triumph in the victor's car, 
To gain the loud apphufe of worthy fame, 
And columns rais'd to eternize my name, 
Tdchoofe had I my choice, that hardy race 7 c 
Who fearlefs can look terrors in the face ; 
Who 'midft the fnows the belt of limbs can fold 
In Tartan Plaids, and fraile at chilling cold : 
No ufelefs trafh mould pain my foldier's back. 
Nor canvas-tents make loaden axles crack : 80 
No rattling filks I'd to my ftandards bind. 
But bright Tartana's waving in the wind; 
The Plaid alone mould ail my enfigns be, 
This army from fuch banners would not flie. 
Thefe, thefe were they, who naked taught the way 
To fight with art, and boldly gain the day.' 86 
Ev'n great Gufta<vus ftood himfelf amaz'd, 
While at their wondYous fkill and force he gaz'd. 

With 
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With inch brave troops one might o'er Europe run, 
Make out whatRicblieu fram'd, and Lewis had begun. 



Degenerate Men ! now ladies pleafe to fit, 
That 1 the Plaid in all its airs may hit, 
With all the powers of foftnef* mixt with wit. 
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While (corchmg Titan rawns theihepherd's brow. 
And whittling hinds fweat lagging at the plow : 95 
The piercing beams Brucina can defy, 
Not fun-burnt (he's, nor dazzl'd is her eye. 
Ugly*s the mafk, the fan's a trifling toy 
To ftill at church fome girl or reitiefs boy. 
FixM to one fpot's the pine and myrtle (hades, 1 00 
But on each motion wait th' umbrellian Plaids, 
Repelling duft when winds difturb the air, 
And give a check to every ill- bread flare. 

Light as the pinions of the airy fry, 
Of larks and linnets who traverfe the (fcy, 105 

Is the Tartana, fpun Co very fine, 
Its weight can never make the fair repine, 
By railing ferments in her glowing blood, 
Which cannot be efcap'd within the hood : 
Nor does it move beyond its proper fphere, 1 1 o 
But lets the gown in all its (hape appear ; 
Nor is the ftraightnels of her waift deny'd 
To be by every ravifh'd eye furvey'd. 
For this the hoop may (land at largeit bend, 
It comes not nigh, nor can its weight oiFend. 115 

The Hood and Mantle make the tender faint ; 
Fin pain'd to fee them moving like a tent. 
By heather Jenny in her blanket dreft, 
The HoodzxA Mantle fully are expreft; 

Which 
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Which round her neck with rags h firmly bound* 
While heather befoms load {he fcreams around. 1 21 

Was goody Strode fo great a pattern, fay ? 
Are y<* to follow when fuch lead the way ? 
But know each fair who fhall this Sur taut ufe, 
You're no more bc*ts t and ceafe to be my mufe. 

The fmootheft labours of the Perfian loom 
Liii'd in the Plaid, fetoffthe beauty's bloom 5 
Faint is the glofs, nor come the colours nigh, 
Th'o' white as milk, or dipt in fcarlet-dy. 
The lilly pluckt by fair Pringella grieves, 1 30 

Whofe whiter hand outfhines its fnowy leaves : 
No wonder then white filks in our eiteem, 
Matcb'd with her fairer face, they rolly'd feem. 

If Ihining red Campbell ah cheeks adorn. 
Our fancies itraight conceive the blulhing morn ; 
Beneath whofe dawn the fun of beauty lies, 
Nor need we light but from QambeUa* eyes. 

•If lin'd with green Stuartas Plaid we view, 
Or thine Ramjet a edg'd around with blue ; 
One (hews the fpring when nature is moil kind, 140 
The otherheav n, whofe fpangles lift the mind. 

A garden-plpt enrich'd wkh chofen flowers, 
In fun-beams balking after vernal (howers, 
Where lovely pinks in fweet confulion rife, 
And amaranths and eglintines furprife ; 
Hedg'd round with fragrant brier and jeflamine, 
The rofie thorn and variegated green ; 
Thefe give not half that pleafure to the view, . 
As when, Fergufia, mortals gaze on you : 

Yob 
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I You raife o<ir wonder, and our love engage, 150 
Which makes us curfe, and yet admire the hedge ; 
The fills and tartan hedge, which doth confpire 
With you to kindle love's foft fpreading fire. 
How many charms can every fair one boaft ! J 

How oft's our fancy in the plenty loft ! l SSf 

Thefe more remote, thefe we admire the moft. J 
What's too familiar often we defpife, 
But rarity makes Hill the value rife. 

If So/ himfelf fhou'd fhine through all the day, 
We cloy, and lofe the pleafure of his ray : . 160 
But if behind fame marly cloud he ileal, 
Nor for fometime his radiant head reveal, 
With brighter charms his abfence he repays, 
And every fun-beam feems a double blaze. 
So when the fair their dazzling luftres fhroud, 165 
And difappoint us with a tartan cioud, 
How fondly do we peep with wifhful eye, 
Transported when one lovely charm we fpy ? 
Oft to our coft, ah me ! we often find 
Tie power of love Hi ikes deep, tho' he be blind j 
Perch d on a lip, a cheek, a chin, or fmile, 
Hits with furprize, and throws young hearts in jaiL 

From when the cock proclaims the rifing day, 
And milk-maids fing around fweet curds and whey ; 
'Till grey-ey'd twiljght, harbinger of night, 175 
Purfues o'er filver mountains finking light, 
I can unwearied from my cafements view 
The Plaid, with fomething ftiil about it new. 
How are we pleas'd, when with a handfome air 
We fee Hepburna walk with eafy care ? 1 So 

T76. Silver mountains.) Ochel hiils. 

One 
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One arm half-circles round her /lender waift, 
The other like an ivory pillar plac'd, 
To hold her Plaid around her modeft face, 
Which faves her blufhes with the gayeft grace : 
If in whire kids her taper ringers move, 185 

Or unconhVd jet thro* the fable glove. 

With what a pretty action Kettha holds 
Her Plaid, and varies oft its airy folds ; 
How does that naked fpace the fpirits move, 
Between the rufrTd lawn and envious glove ? 190 
We by the fample, tho' no more be feen, 
Imagine all that's fair within the fkreen. 

Thus bells in Plaids veil and diiplay their 
charms, 
The love-fick youth thus bright Hume a warms, 
And with her graceful mein her rivals all alarms. 

The Plaid itfelf gives pleafure to the light, 
To fee how all its fetts imbibe the light ; 
Forming fome way, which even to me lies hid, 
White, black, blue, yellow, purple, green and red. 
Let Newton's royal club through prifms ftare, 200 
To view celeftial dyes with curious care, 
1*11 pleafe myfelf, nor (hall my fight aflc aid 
Of cryflal gimcracks to furvey the plaid. 

How decent is the Plaid when in the pew, 
It hides th' inchanting fair from ogler's view. 205 
The mind's oft crowded with ill-tim'd denies, 
When nymphs unvail'd approach the (acred quires. 
Even ienators who guard the common weal, 
Their minds may rove; — Are mortals made of fteel ? 
The finimt beaux Hand up in all their airs, z 10 

And (earch our beauties more than mind their prayers. 

The 
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The wainfcot forty-fix's are perplext 
To be eclips'd, fpite makes them drop the text. 
The younger gaze at each fine thing they fee ; 
The orator himfelf is (carcely (ret . 215 

Ye then who wou'd your piety exprefs. 
To facred domes ne'er come in naked drefs. 
The power of modefty {hall (till prevail ; 
Then Scott an virgins ufe your native vail. 

Thus faf young Cofmel read ; then ftar'd alid airft, 
And afkt me very gravely how I durft 221 

Advance fuch praifes for a thine defpis'd ? 
He failing, fwore I had been iff advis'd. 

To you, (aid I, perhaps this may feem true, 
And numbers vaft, nor fools may fide with you : 22 jf 
As many {hall my fentiments approve ; 
'fell me what's not the butt of fcorn and love \ 
Were mankind all agreed to think one way, 
What wou'd divines and poets have to fay ? 
No enfighs wou'd on martial fields be fpread, 230 
And Corpm Juris never wou'd be read : 
We'd need no councils, parliaments, nor kings, 
Ev'n wit and learning woU'd turn filly things. 
You mifs my meaning ftill, I'm much afraid, 
1 Wou'd not have them always wear the Plaid. 235 

Old Salem's royal (age, of wits the prime, 
Said, For each Thing there nxat a proper Time. 
Night's but Aurora?* Plaid, that ta'en away. 
We lofe the pleafure of returning day ; 
Ev'n through the gloom, when view'd in fparkling 
fides, 24.0 

Orbs fcarcely feen, yet gratify our eyes : 
So through Hamillah op'ned Plaid, we may 
Eehold her heavenly face, and heaving milky way. 

Vol. I. D Spamjh 
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Spanijb referve, join'd with a Gallic air, 245 

•If manag'd well, becomes the Scotian fair. 

Now you fay well, faid he ; but when's the time 
That they may drop the Plaid without a crime ? 

Then I, 
Left, O fair nymphs, ye fhou'd our patience tire, 
And (larch re&rve extinguish gen'rous fire ; 
Since heaven your Toft victorious charms deiign'd 
To form a Smooth nefs on the rougher mind : 25 f 
When from the bold and noble toils of war, 
The rural cares, or labours of the bar; 
From thefe hard ftudies which are learn'd and grave, 
And foroe from dang'rous riding o'er the wave ; 25 5 
The Caledonian manly youth refbrt 
To their Edina, love's great mart and port, 
And crowd her theatres with all that grace' 
Which is peculiar to the Scotian race ; 
A t concert, ball, or fome fair's marriage-day, 2 60 
O then with freedom all that's fweet difplay. 
When beauty's to be judg'd without a vail, 
And not its Power? met out as by retail, 
But wholefale, all at once, to fill the mind 
With fentiments gay, foft, and frankly kind ; 265 
Throw by the Plaid, and like the lamp of day, 
When there's no cloud to intercept his ray, 
So ftune Maxel a, nor their cenfure fear, 
Who, Haves to vapours, dare not to appear. 

On Ida's height, when lo the royal fwain, 27 c/ 
To know who mould the prize of beauty gain, 
Jove fent his two fair daughters and his wife, 
That he might be the judge to end the itrife : 

Hermes 
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Btrmes was guide, they found him by a tree, "V 
And thus they fpake with air divinely free, 275 > 
Say t Paris, which iifaireft of us thru. J 

To Jove's high queen, and the celeftial maids, 
Ere he wou'4 pals his fentence, cry'd, No Plaids, 
Quickly the goddefles obeyed his call, 
In fimple nature's drefs he view'd them all, 280 
Then to Cytb'rea gave the golden ball 
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Great cridcks haU! our dread, whofe love or 
hate, 
Can wkh a frown, or fmile, give verfe its fate ; 
Attend, while o'er this field my fancy roams, 
I've fomewhat more to fay, and here it comes. 2&£ 

When virtue was a crime, itiTancred's reign, 
There was a noble youth who wou'd not deign 
To own for (bvereign one a flave to vice, 
Or blot his confcience at the higheft price ; 
For which his death's devis'd with hellifh art, 290 
To tear from his warm bread his beating heart. 
Fame told the tragick news to all the fair, 
Whofe nunt'rotis iighs and groans bound through 

the air : 
All mourn his fate, tears trickle from each eye, 
'Till his kind iiitcr threw the woman by ; 295 

She in his Head a gen'rous ofPHng (laid, 
And he, the tyrant baulk'd, hid in her Plaid. 
So when JEnsas with Achilla ft rove, 
The goddefs mother hafted -from above, 
Well feen in fate, prompt$y*maternal love, 300^ 
Wrapt him in mi ft, and warded off the blow 
That was defignM him by his valiant foe. 

jlq%* Homer. 

D a 



36 T A R ? A N A f or the P L A I D.' 

I of the Plaid could tell a hundred tales 1 
Then hear another, fince that ftrain prevails. 

The tale no records tell, it is Co old, 305 

Jt happen'd in the eafy age of gold ; 
When am'rous Jo*ve 9 chief of tn' Olympian gods, 
Paird with Saturnia, came to our abodes, 
A beauty-hunting ; for in thefe (oft days, 
Nor gods nor men delighted in a chace 310 

That wou'd deftroy, not propagate their race. 
Beneath a fir-tree in GUntanarh groves, 
Where, e'er gay fabricks rofe, fvvains fung their loves, 
Iris lay fleeping in the open air, 
A bright Tartana vail'd the lovely fair ; 315 

The wounded god beheld her matchlefs charms, 
With earned eyes, and grafp'd her in his arms. 
Soon he made known to her, with gaining {kill, 
His dignity, and import of his will. 
Steak thy defire, the divine monarch {aid ; 320 
Make me a goddefs, cry'd the Scotian maid, 
Nor let bard fate bereave me of my Plaid. 
Be thou the band-maid to my mighty queen, 
Said Jove, and to the world be often J'een 
With the celefiial bow, and thus appear 325 

Clad 'with thefe radia.t colours as thy wear. 

Now fay, my mute, ere thou forfake the field, 
, What profit does the Plaid to Scotia yield ? 
Juftly that claims our love, efteem and boafl, 
Which is producd within our native coaft. 330 
On our own mountains grows the golden fleece, 
Richer than that which Ja on brought to Greece : 

312. Glentanar'8 groves,) A large wood in the north ef 

Scotia*}. 

A 
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T art as a, or the 1? laid, 37 

A beneficial branch of Albion's trade, 

And the firft parent of the Tartan Plaid* 

Our fair ingenious ladies hands prepare 335 

The equal threads, and give the dyes with care : 

Thousands of artifts fullen hours decoy 

On rattling loom?, and view their webs with joy. 

May (he be curft to ftarve in Frogland Fens, 
To wear a Fala ragg'd at both the ends, 340 

Groan ftill beneath an antiquated Suit, 
And die a maid atffty-foe to boot ! 
May fhe turn quaggy Fat, or crooked Dwarf 9 
Be ridicuVd while primm'd up in her Scarf \ 
May Spleen and Spite ftill keep heron the Fret, 345 
And live till fhe outlive her beauty's date ; 
May all this fall, and more than I have faid, 
Upon that Wench who difregards the Plaid. 

But with the fun let ev'ry joy arife, 
And from foft flumbers lift her happy eyes ; 350 
May blooming youth be fixt upon her face, 
'Till (he has feen her fourth defcending race ; 
Bleft with a mate with whom (he can agree, 
And never want the fined of Bohea : 
May ne'er the Mifer's fears make her afraid, 355 
Who joins with me, with me admires the Plaid. 
Let bright Tartana's henceforth ever fhine, 
And Caledonian goddcfles enlhrine. 

Fair judges, to your cenfure I fubmit, 
If you allow this poem to have wit, 360 

PI1 look with {corn upon thefe mufty fools, 
Who o ly move by old worm eaten rules. 

340. Fah.) A little fcjuare cloth wore by the Dutchwomen. 

D 3 But 
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Bat with th* ingenious if my labours take, 

I wi(h them ten times better for their fake ; 

Who (hall efteem this vain, are in the wrong ; 

I'll prove the moral is prodigious ftrong : 

I hate to trifle, men (hould a£t like men, 

And for their country only draw their fword and pen. 
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Tb$ haffy Lover's RtjleBions. 

TH E laft time I came o'er the moor, 
I left my love behind me ; 
Ye powers ! what pain do f endure, 

When (oft ideas mind me : 
Soon as the ruddy morn difplay'd 

The beaming day enfuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing. • 

Beneath the cooling fhade we lay, 

Gazing and chaftly {porting ; 
We kifs'd and promis'd time away, 

'Till night fpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the ikies, 

Ev'n kings, when fhe was nigh me ; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 

Which couM but ill deny me. 1 6 

Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 

Where mortal fteel may wound me, 
Or caft upon fome foreign fhore, , 

Where dangers may furround me ; 

Y«t 
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Yet hope* again to fee my love. 

To feaft on glowing khTes, 
Shall make my cares at diftance move, 

la pro(pe& of fuch blifTes. 24 

■ 

In all my foul there'* not one place 

To let a rival enter ; 
Since fhe excells in evty grace. 

In her my love (hall center. 
Sooner the (eat (hall ceafe to How, 

Their waves the Alps (hall cover, 
On Greenland ice (hall rofes grow, 

Before I ceafe to lore her. « 

The next time I go o'er the moor 

She (hall a lover find me, 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 

Tho' I left her behind me : 
Then Hymen's (acred bonds (hall chain 

My heart to her fair bofom, 
There, while my being does remain. 

My love more fre(h fhall bloflbm. 40 



The Lfifs of Pe a t 1 n's Mill. 

THE lafsofP^/Vsmill, 
So bonny, blyth and gay, 
Jn fpke of all my (kill, 

She dole my heart away. * 
When tedding of the hay 

Bare-headed on the green, 
Love *midft her locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. % 

V 4 Her 
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Her arms white, round and fmooth, 

Breads riling in their dawn, 
To age it wou'd give youth, 

To pre(s 'em with his hand. 
Thro' all my fpirits ran 

An extafy of blifs, 
When I fuch fweetnefs fund 

Wrapt in a balmy kite. \6 

Without the hejp of art, 

Like flowers which grace the wijd, 
She did her fweets impart, 

When e'er (lie (poke or fmiFd. 
Her looks they were fo mild, 

Free from affedfced pride, 
She me to love beguil'd ; 

I wifti'd her for my bride. 34. 

O had I all that wealth 

Hopetcns high mountains fillj 
Infur'd long life and health, 

And pleafure at xay wil| ; 
I'd promife and fulfill, 

That none but bonny (he, 
The lafs of Peatie's. mill, 

Shou'd (hare the fame wi' me. 32 

Delia. To the, Tune of, Qreen-fleeves. 

YE watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who (kifF on wings of ambient air, 
Of my dear Delia take a care, 

26. Hopcton's high mountains.) Thirty-three miles fouth- 
weft of Edinburgh, where the right hoaourable the Earl of 
Hopeton's mines of gold and lead are. 

Ani 
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And reprefent her lover 
With all- the gaiety of youth* 
With honour, juftice, love and truth, 
Till I return, her paffions (both 

Fpr me, in whifpers move her. ft 

Be careful, no bafe fordid flave, 
With foul funk in a golden grave, 
Who knows no virtue but to fave, 

With glaring gold bewitch her. 
Tell her for me fhe was defign'd, 
For me who know how to be kind, 
And have more plenty in my mind, 

Than one who's ten times richer. 16 

Let all the world turn upiide-down, 
And fools run an eternal round, 
In queft of what can ne'er be found, 

To pleafe their vain ambition. 
Let little minds great charms efpy 
)n (hadows which at diftance lie, 
Whcie hop'd-for pleafures when come nigh, 

Prove nothing in fruition. 24. 

But, call into a mold divine, 
Fair Delia does with luftre fhine, 
Her virtuous foul's an ample mine, 

Which yields a conftant treafure. 
Let poets in fublimefl lays, 
Employ their fkill her fame to raife ; 
l*et foris of mufick pafs whole days, 

With well-tunM reeds to pleafe her. 32 

Tbt 
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The Yellow-hair' d Laddie. 



IN April when primrofes paint the fweet plain, 
And fumxser approaching rejoiceth the twain. 
The Yellow-haired Laddie wou'd oftentimes go 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn-trees 
grow. 4 

There under the (hade of an old facred thorn, 
With freedom he fang his loves, evening and morn ; 
He fang with fo foft and inchanting a found, 
That Silvan* and Fairies unfeen danc'd around. 8 

The (hepherd thus fung, Tho' young Maya be fair. 
Her beauty is dafh'd with a fcornful proud air ; 
But Sufie was handfome, and fweetly couM fin?, 
Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the tyring. 

That MaJie in all the gay bloom of her youth. 
Like the moon was unconitant, antt never fpoke 

truth ; I 

"BuxJZjie was faithful, good-humour d and frec 9 
And fair as the goddefs who fprung from the fea. 1 6 

That mamma's fine daughter, wkh all her great 
dow'r, 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently fbw'r : 
Then (ighing, he wilh'd, wou*d parents agree, 
The witty fweet Sujie his miflrcfs might be. *o 
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NANNY.O. 

WHILE fome for pleafure pawn their health* 
*Twixt Lais and the Bagn o t 
I'll fave myfelf, and without ftealth 
Kifs and carefs my Nanny -O. 
She bids more fair f engage a Jove, 
Than Leda did or Danoe-0 ; 
Were I to paint the queen of love, 
None elfe fhould fit but Nanny -O. 

How joyfully nty fpirits rife, 
When dancing me moves finely-O t 
I guefs what heav'n is by her eyes, 
t Which fparkle ib divinely-O. 
Attend my vow, ye gods, while I 
Breathe in the bleft Britanwo, 
None's happinefs I fhall envy, 
As long's ye grant me Nanny-O* * 1 6 

CHORUS. 

My bonny, bonny Nanny*0, 
My lovely charming Nanny-O, 
/ cart not tbo* the 'world do know 
Ho<w dearly I love Nanny-O. 

.*. Lais.) A famous Corinthian courtezan. 

6. Leda and Danae.) Two beauties to whom Tore iriade 
love ; to one in the figure of a fwgn, to the other in a golden 
Aower. 

BONNY 
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BONNY JEAN. 

SO V E's Goddefs in a myrtle grove 
_/ Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with fpeec}» 
or let the fhaft at random rove, 

For Jeanifs haughty heart muft bleed. 
The fmiling boy, with divine art, 

From Papbos (hot an arrow keen, 
Which flew unerring to the heart, 

And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. 8 

No more the nymph with haughty air 

Refufes Willie's kind addrefs ; 
Her yielding blufhes fhcw no care, 

But too much fondnefs to fupprejs. 
No more the youph is fallen now, 

But looks the gayeft on the green, 
Whilft every day he fpies fome new 

Surprising charms in bonny Jean. i($ 

A thousand tranfports crowd his bread, 

He moves as light as fleeting wind, 
His former forrows feem a jell, 

Now when his Jeanie is turn'd kind : 
Riches he looks on with difdain, 

The glorious fields of war look mean, 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 

If abfent from his bonny Jean. 24 

The day he Spends in am'rous gaze, 

Which even in fummer ihorten'd feems : 
When funk in downs with glad amaze/ 

He wonders at her in his dreams. 
All charms difclos'd, fhe looks more bright 

1 han Trey's fair prize, the Spartan queen : 
With breaking day he lifts his fight, 

And pants to be with bonny Jean. 32 

1b$ 
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The Kind Reception. To the Tum of 
Auld lang fyne. 

SHOULD auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho' they return with fears ? 
Thefe are the noble heroe's lot, 

Obtain'd in glorious wars : 
Welcome, my r&ro, to my breaft, 

Thy arms about me twine, 
And make me once again as blefr, 
As I was lang fyne. 

Methinks around us on each bough, 

A thoufand Cupids play, 
Whilft thro* the groves I walk with you, 

Each objeft makes me gay. 
Since your return the fun and moon 

With brighter beams do fhine, 
Streams murmur foft notes while they run, 

As they did lang fyne. j j 

Defpife the court and din of ftate, 

Let that to their (hare fall, 
Who can efteem fuch flav'ry great, 

While bounded like a ball r 
But funk in love, upon my arms 

Let your brave head recline, 
We'll pleafe ourfelves with mutual charms, 

As we did lang fyne. t± 

O'er moor and dale with your gay friend 

You may purfue the chace ; 
And after a blyth bottle end 

All cares in my embrace i 

And 
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And in a vacant rainy day 

Yon fltall be wholly mine ; 
We'll make the hours run {booth away, 

And laugh at lang fyne. 33 

The heroe pleas'd with the fweet air, 

And figns of gen'rous love. 
Which had been utter'd by the fair, 

Bow'd to the pow'rs above ; 
Next day with glad confent and haite 

Th* approach 'd the iacred Ihrine, 
Where the good prieft the couple bleft, 

And put them out of pine. 40 



The Penitent. To the Turn of 9 The Lafi 

of Livingfton. 

PAIN'D with her flighting Jamii* love, 
Bell dropt a tear,— 2fe/< dropta tear, 
* The gods defcended from above, 

Well pleas'd to hear, — Well pleas'd to hear* 
They heard the praifes of the Youth 

From her own tongue,— From her own tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, 
And thus (he Amg,— And thus me fang. I 

Bleft days when our ingen'ous fcx, 

More frank and kind, — More frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex, 

But J'poke their mind,— But fpoke their mind. 
Repenting now fhe promised fair, 

Wou'd he return, — Wou'd he return, 
.She ne'er again wou'd give him care, 

Or caufe to mourn,— Or caufe to mourn. 16 

Why 
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Why lov*d I the deferring fwain, 

Yet ftill thought fhame,-«~ Yet flill thought flume, 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 

To own my flame,— To own my flame J 
Why took I pleafure to torment, 

And feem too coy, — And feem too coy ? 
Which makes me now, ala> ! lament 

My flighted joy,-— My flighted joy. 34 

Ye fair, while beauty'* in its ipring, 

Own your defire, — Own your defire ; 
While love's young power with his foft wing 

Fans up the fire, — Fans up the fire. 
O do not with a filly pride, 

Or low defign, — Or low defign, 
Refufe to be a happy bride, 

But anfwer plain,— But anfwer plain. 34 

Thns the fair mourner wail'd her crime, 

With flowing eyes, — With flowing eyes ; 
Glad Jamti heard her all the time, 

With fweet furprife, — With fweet furprife : 
Some god had led him to the grove, 

His mind unchang'd, — His mind unchang'd, 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My love, 

1 am reveng'd, — I am reveng'd I 40 



Love's Cure. To the Tune of y Peggy 

I muft love thee. 

AS from a rock pail all relief, 
The (hipwreckt Colin fpying 
His native home, o'ercome with grief, 
Half funk in waves, and dying ; 

With 
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With the next morning fun he fpies 
A (hip, which gives unhop'd furprife, 
New life fprings up, he lifts his eyes 

With joy, and waits her motion. 8 

So when by her whom I long lov'd, 

I fcorn'd was and defcrted, 
Low with defpair my fpirits mov'd, 

To be for ever parted : 
Thus droop'd I, 'till diviner grace 
I found in Peggy's mind and face ; 
Ingratitude appeared then bafe, 

But virtue more engaging. 

Then now fince happily I've hit, 

I'll have no more delaying, 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, 

We lofe ourfelves in (laying ; 
I'll hafte dull courtfhip to a clofe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppofe, 
Why (hou'd we happy minutes lofe* 

Since Peggy I mud love thee ? 24 

Men may be foolidi, if they pleafe, 

And deem't a lover's duty, 
To figh, and (acrifice their eafe, 

Doating on a proud beauty : 
Such was my cafe for many a year, 
Still hope fucceeding to my fear, 
FaKe Letty's charms now difappear, 

Since Peggf* far out-(hine them. Ji 

ODE. 
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ODE. 

HENCE every thing that can ' ' " \ ' . „ 
Difturb the quiet or a man ; ' • 

Be blyth my foul, 4 ' 

In a full bowl 
Drown thy care, 
And repair 
The vital ftream : 
Since life's a dream, 
Let wine' abound, 
And healths go round, 
Well fleep more found ; 
And let the dull unthinking mob purfue 
Each endlefs wifh, and Hill their toil renew. 



Bessy Bell and Mary Gray, 

OBe$ Bell and Mary Gray 
They are twa bonny lades, 7 * 

They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae/ 

And theek'd it o'er wi* raflies - 

Fair Beffy Bell I loo'd yeftreen,. 

And thought I ne'er cou'd alter ; . 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 

They gar. my fancy falter. $ 

Now Bijffs hair's like a lint tap, 
*-> She fmiles like a ik^-morning, 
""When Fhcebus ftarts frae Thetis' lap, 

The hills with rays adorning : ' . > 

White is her neck, faft is her hand, 

Her wafte and feet's fow genty, .. J •_. * 

With ilka grace file can command, 
„ Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 16 

Vol. I. E And 
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And Mary* locks are like the craw, 

Her eye like diamonds glances ; 
She's av fae clean, xed-up &nd braw. 

She kills when e'er {he dances : 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, • 

She blooming, right and tall is ; 
And guides her airs fae grace fou flil!,. 

O Jove.! file's like a Pallas. 2$ 

Dear Befly Bill and Mary Gray, 

Ye unco' fair opprefs us, 
Our fancies jee between you twae,. 
» Ye are fie bonny Iafles : 
Wae's me, for baith I canna get, 

To ane by law we're ft en ted ; 
Then I'll draw cuts and take my fate, 

And be with ane contented. 32. 



The young L A.1 ltD and Edinburgh. K A T £- 

NO W wat ye wha I met yeftreen 
Coming down the ftreet, my Jo,. 
My miftrefs in her Tartan fcreen, 

Fou bonny, braw and fweet, my Jp» 
^My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night 

That never wifh'd a Lover ill ; 
Since ye're out of your mithei^s fight* 

Let's take a wauk up to the h{ll. . £ 

O Katy 9 wiltu gang wi* me, 

And leave the dinfom town a while I 

The bloflbm's fprouting frae the tree, 
And a' the fummer's gawn to finile ; 

..... The 
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The mayjs* nightingale and lark* 
The Meeting lambs and whittling hynd, 

|a iika dale, green, fhavv and park* 

Will nourilh health and glad ye'r mind. 16 

Soon as the clear goodman of day 

Does bend his morning draught of dew, 
We'll gae to fome burn-fide and play, 

And gather flowers to bufk ye'r brow* 
We'll pou the daizies on the green, 

The lacken gowans frae the bag ; 
Between hands now and then we'll J$an, 

And fport tfpo* the velvet fog. 24. 

There's up into a pleafant glen* 

A wee piece frae my father's tower 1 , 
A canny, faft and flow'ry den, 

Which circling birks has form'd a bower i 
When e'er the fun grows high and warm, 

We'll to the cauuer fhade remove, 
There will I lock thee in mine arm, 
\ And love and kifs, and kifs and love; 32 



r> a T y's Jnfwer* 

MY Mither's ay elowran o'er me, 
TW ihe did the fame before me, 
I canna get leave 
To look to my loove, 
Or elle {he'll be like to devour me. J 

Right fain wad T take ye'r QlFer, 
Sweet fir, but J'U tine my tocher, ' 
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Then, Satiay, ye'fl fret, 
And wyt ye'r poor Kate, 
When e'er ye keek in your toom collier. 10 

For tho' my father has plenty 

Of filler and pleniming dainty, 

Yet he's unco fweer 
To twin wi* his gear; 

And fae we had need to be tenty. 15 

Tutor my parents wi' caution, 

Be wylie in ilka motion ; 

Brag well o' ye'r land, 
And there's my leal hand, . 

Win them, I'll be at your devotion. 20 



Edinburgh'* Addrefs to the Country. 

Nov. 1718. 

FR O M me Edna, to the brave and fair, 
Health, joy and love, and banifhment of care : 
Forafmuch as bare fields and gurly ikies 
Make rural fcenes ungrateful tothe* eyes; 
When Hyperborean blafts confound the plain. 
Driving, by turns, light fnow and heavy rain ; 
Ye fwams and nymphs, forfake the wither'd grove, 
That no damp clods may nip the buds of love ; 
Since winds and tempefts o'er the mountains ride, 
Hafte here where choice of pleafures do refide ; 1 o 
Come to my tow'rs, and leave th' unpleafant fcene, 
My cheerful bofom fhall your warmth fuftain, 
Screen'd in my walls^you may bleak winter fhun, 
And, for a while, forget the diflant fun : 

My 
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My blazing fires, bright lamps, and fparkling wine, 
As fummer-fun ihall warm, like him fhall fhine. 

My witty clubs of minds that move at large, 
With every glafs can fome great thought discharge; 
When from my fenate, and the toils of law, 
T' uubend the mind from bus'nefs you withdraw, 
With fuch gay friends to laugh fome hours away, 2 1 
My winter even fhall ding the fummer'sday. 

My fchools of law produce a manly train 
Of fluent orators, who right maintain* 
Practis'd t* exprefs themselves a graceful way, 25 
An eloquence fhines forth in all they fay. 

Some Raphael, Fuhen, or Vandihe admire, 
Whofe bofoms glpw with fuch a godlike fire. 
Of my own race I have, who (hall ere long, 
Challenge a place amongft the immortal throng. 30 

Others in fmootheft numbers are profufe, 
And can in Mantuan da&yls lead the mufe : 
And others can wjthmuiick make you gay, 
With fweeteft founds CerrelLh art difplay, 
While they around in ibfteft meafures fing, 35 

Or beat melodious Solo's from the firing. 

What pleafiire can exceed to know what's great, 
The hinge of war, and winding draughts of Hate ? 
Thefe and a thoufand things th' afpiring youth 
May learn, with pleafure, from the fages mouth ; 40 
While they full fraughted judgments do unload, 
Relating to affairs home and abroad. 
The. generous foul is fir'd with noble flame, 
To emulate victorious Eugene's fame, 

E 3 Who 



*g6 ChriftV Kirk on theflrcen. Canto I. 

Whilft like the lampV laft flame, their trembling fouls 
Are on the wing to leave their mortal goals ; " 
'And death before them ftands with frightful Hare, 
Their fpirits fpent, and funk down to defpah*. to 

Behold th' indulgent providential eye, 
With, watchful rays defcending from on high ; 
~£ngels come polling down jhe-dj vine beam 
w To fave. tKe helplefc in their laft extreme : 
Unfeen the heav'nly guard about them flock, i 5 
Some rul* th? winds, fome lead them up the rock; 
While other two attend the dying pair, 
To waft their, young white fouls thro 1 fields of air. 

■ ■ y n iii I nt ) f ' ii — n il. . .... 

C \i r hs t V Kirk on the Green, in fbrte 

' '' t . IJanto's, 

•' c &\& *t>h f3ti*x &\)**etp hot ti» J;. 

C A N T O I. 

S ne'er in Scotland heard or feen 
v6i£ : dancing and deray ;' < 

: J Tbi< tiitiort of 4be firft Canto is taken from an old manu- 
script collection of Scots Poems, written 150 years ago, where 
it is found that James, the frrft of that name, king of $cors, 
wa*,tbe author | thought to be wrote, while that brave and 
learned j>Vinc"c vW»s Unfortunately kept pfifoner in England by 
Henry YL?*|bMt tfaenytar 14^- BaUfcndeh, in his trsmfl*tk>n 
of H. Bq«qe , 8 r hJftory, gives this character of him, 'He was 
' weil lernit to fecht with the fwerd, to juft, to turnay, to 

* worfyf, to -fyng and dance, was an expert medicinar, richt 

* crafty in pteyrng iraith of Jute anil harp, and iindry otiir 
?* inftmrneriti^of mCffik. Hetvasfi>rperj.ingramer, oratryand 

' poetry, and fnjgd (ae flo wand and fententious verfis, appefit 
'/« wi^lhe was ane natural and borne poete, Lb. 16. cap, x6.'' 

* Nowther 




Canto J. ChrHl'j Kirk en the Gretn. §7 

Nowther at Fakland on the green, 

Nor Peebles at the play, 4 

As was of woers, as 1 ween, 
' - At Cbrifis Kirk on a day ; 
There came out kitties waihen clean, 

la new kirtles of gray, 8 

. Y Fou gay that day. 

To dance thefe damefels them dight, 

Thfr iafles light Of laits, 
Thir gloves were of the raffel right, 

Their fhoon were of the itraits, 1 2 

Their kirtle^ were, of Lincome light* 
. : Well preft with mony plaits, 
They were fo qke when men the^o nicht, 

They fqueel'd like ony gaits, 16 

Fou loud that day* T . 
Of all thefe maidens mild as mead, 

Was nane fae jimp as Gil!y t 
As ony rofe her rude was red, ; 

Her lire was like the liljy : 20 

Fou yellow, yeljow was her head, 

But fhe of love was filly ; 
Tho' a' her kin had (worn her dead, 

She wald have but fweet Willy 24 

Alanc that day. 

3. Fakland.) In the /hire of Fife, where our kings fer fome 
time had their tefidence f 

4, Peebles at the play.) Peebles one of our royal burroughs, 
where the gentlemen of the fhire frequently met for the di- 
terfion of horfe-races and the like. 

6. Chrift's Kirk.) The place where our wedding Held is 
either at Lefly (the church there bearing that name) or a place 
lb named a little diftant from Windfor, where our king was 
the time of bis confinement. 

9. Them dight.) Made themfelves ready. 

xo. Lighjt of laits.) Light or wanton in their manners* 

13. Lincome light.) Stuff made at Lincoln. 

She 



5* ChriftV Kirk in the Greta. Outto fc 

She fcorned Jack, and fcraped at him, 

And murgeon'd him with mocks t 
He wad have loo'd, ihe wad na lat him, 
. For a' his yellow locks. 28 

He cheriih'd her, ihe bade gae chat him, 

Counted him not twa clocks ; 
Sae fliamefully his fhort gown fet him, 

His legs were like twa rocks, \t 

Or rungs that day. 

Tom Lutter was their minftrel meet. 

Good Lord how lie con'd lance. 
He play'd fee mill, and fang fae fweet, 

While Toufie took a trance; 36 

Auld Ligbtfoet there he did forleet, 

And counterfeited France : 
He us'd himfelf as man difcreet, 

And up the morice-dance 40 

He took that day. 

Then Steen came fteppand in with llends, 

Nae rink might himarreft: 
PlaitfjQt did bob with mony bends, 

For Maufe he made requeft; " 44. 

26. Murgeon'd him.) RidicuTd him, by a ludicrous man- 
ner of aping his gait or a&ions. 

39. Gae chat him.) She bid him go hang himfelf. 

30/ Twa docks.) Reckoned him not worth a couple of 
.beetles. 

32. Twa rocks.) TwodiftafTs. ThisdefriptionofGilly'a 
.love to Willy, and her defpifing Jack, not with landing his af- 
fection to her, is drawn with an admirable comick delicacy. 

33. Minftrel meet.) A mufician fit for them. 

37. Auld Ligbtfoot there he did forleet, and counterfeited 

r France) He forgot to play the good old Scots tunes like Auld 

Light foot, and imitated the French, like our modern minftreU, 

( that dare play nought but italiano's, for fear they fpoil their 

.fiddles. 

42. Nae rink might him arrerh) The iWifteft codrje coold 
jiot flop bim. 

He 
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He lap 'till ho lay on his lends,- 

But rifandwas fae preft, 
While that he hoftit at baith ends, 

for honour of the feait, ^$ 

And dane'd that day. 

Syne Robin Pcy began to revel, 

And Daivn/i.4 hi& lugged : 
Let be, quoth Jack, and cau'd him jevel^ 

And by the. tail him tugged ; 52 

The kehfie cleekit to a caret 

But Lord as they'twa lugged, 
They parted manly on a navel : 

Men. fay that hair was rugged 56 

Between them twa* 
Ane bent a bow, fie fturt did fleer him, 

Great fkafth was't to have fcar'd him ; 
He chefit a flane as did affcar him, 

Th* othef faid Dirdum, Dardum : 60 

Throw baith the cheeks he thought to fheer him, , 

Or throw the arfe have char'd him ; 
B'ane Akerbraid it came na neer him, 

I canna tell what marr'd him 64 

Sae wide that day. 

With that a friend dF his cryM, Fy, 

And up an arrow drew, 
He forged it fae furioufly, 

The bow in flinders flew : 68 

Sae wat the wfli of God, trow I, 

For had the tree been true, 
.Men faid, wha kend this archery, 

That he had ilain anew, jz 

Belyve that day. 

59. He chefit a flane.) He chofe an arrow. 

€q. Dirdum, Dardum.) A (lighting manner of fpeatcing, 
When one makes a boaft of fome a&ion which we think but 
meanly of, we readily fay, A Dirdum of that. 

A 



'60 ChritV j Kirk en the Green \ Canto I. 

A yap young man that flood him neifl, 

Loos'd aff a (hot with ire, 
He etled the bairn in at the breaft, 

The bolt jBew o'er the bire : 76 

Ane cry*d, Fy, he has flain a prieft, 

A mile beyond a mire ; 
Then bow and bag frae him he kicft. 

And fled as fierce as fire So 

Frae flint that day. 

Ane hafty henfare, called Hary, 

Wha was ane archer, hynd 
Fit np a tackle withoutten tarry, 

That torment fae him tynd. 84 

I watna whither's hand cou'd vary, 

Or the man was his friend ; 
For he efcap'd throw* mights of Mary, 

As ane that nae ill mean'd, 88 

Bat good that day. 

Then LaurteYike a Hon lap, 

And foon a flame can fedder ; 
He hecht to pierce him at the pap, 

Thereon to wed a wedder : 92 

75. He etled the bairn.) He defignMhia arrow at the lad** 
breaft. 

76. The bolt flew o'er the bire.) He exprefles his miffing 
him, by a metaphor of a thunder-bolt flying over the bire or 
cow-hou£» 

83. Hynd fit up a tackle, Ac.) Immediately made ready 
hit mooting tackle. 

84. That torment fae him tynd.) His vexation made him 
angry. 

90* A flane can fedder.) Feathered an arrow. 
92. Wed a wedder.) He wagered a wedder he would pierce 
him at the pap. 

He 



J 
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He hit him on the wame a wap, 

Jt bufft like ony bladder ; 
Bat fhe his fortune was and hap, 

His doublet made ofleather 96 

Sav'd him that day. 
The bufFfae boifteroufly abaift him, 

He to the earth duiht down ; 
The tither man for dead there left him, 

And fled out of the town. ioo 

The wives came furth, and up they reft him, 

And fand life in the lown ; 
Then with three routs on's arfe they rais'd him, 

And cur'd him out of fown, 1 04 

Frae hand that day. 
With forks and flails they lent great flaps, 

And flang together like frigs ; 
With bougers of barns they beft blew caps, 

While they of bairns made brigs. 108 

The rierd raife rudely with the raps, 

When rungs were laid on riggs ; 
The wives came furth wi' crys and claps, 

See where my liking liggs j 1 2 

Fou low this day ! 
They girned, and let gird with grains, 

Ilk goffip other griev'd ; 
Some Srake with lungs, fome gathered ftains, 

Some fled and ill mifchiev'd. 1 j 6 

The minftrel wan within twa wains, 

That day he wifely priev'd ; 
For he came hame wi' unbruis'd bains, 

Where fighters were mifchiev'd 1 20 

Fou ill that day. 
107. Bougers.} Rafters. 

1 12. My liking liggs.) My fweet-heart lies on the ground. 
117. Wan within two wains.) Got between two wains or 
waggons, and hid himfclf, 

He 
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Heich Hutchon with a htfd rice. 

To red can throw them rummil \ 
He maw'd them down like only mice, 

He was na baity bummil : 124 

Tho' he was wight, he was na wife, 

With fie jangleurs to JQpunil ; 
For frae his thumb they dang afiice, 

While he cry'd, Barlafuroil, iz? 

I'm (lain this day. 

When that he faw his blood fae red, 

To flee might nae man let him ; 
He ween'd it had been for auld feed, 

He thought and bade have at him $ 132 

He gart his feet defend his head, 

The far fairer it fct him. 
While he was pail out of all plead, 

He foud been fwift that gat him, 1 36 

Throw fpeed that day. 

The town fouttr in grief was bowden, 

His wife hang at his waift, 
His body was with blood a browden, 

He grain'd like ony gbaift ; 140 

Her glittering hair that was fo gowden, 

So hard in love him lae'd, 
That for her fake he was not yowden, 

While he a mile was chae'd, 1 44 

And mair that day. 

1 24. Baity bummil. ) Or petty fiwnbier $ an a&ionlefs fellow. 

128. Barlafumil.) Cry'd, Barley, or, a Parieyfymil, I'm 
fallen. 

237. In grief was bowden.) Was fu.rnj/h'd with abundance 
of grief. One who has enough of any thing, we fay, he is 
well bodin. 

139. Blood a browden.) All befmear'd with blood. But 
ferowien more commonly means forward, or fond. 

143. Not yowde*.) Not tired. 

Tk* 
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The miller was of manly make, 

To meet him was Dae mows ; 
There durft nae tenibme there him take, 

Sae noyted he their pows : i^g 

The bufhment heal about him brake, 

And bickered him wi' bows > 
Syne trait'roaily behind his back, 

They hew'd him on the howes, t 5 % 

Behind that day. 
Twa that were headfmen of the herd. 

On ither ran like rams, 
They follow'd, Teeming right nniear'd, 

Beat on with barrow- trams : 1^5 

Bat where their gabs they were ungear'd, 

They gat upon the gams ; 
While bloody barkn'd was their beards, 

As they had worried lambs, 160 

Maill like that day. 
The wives Jceift up a hideous yell, 

When all thefe yonkiers yoked ; 
As fleece as Bags of fire-flanghts fell, 

Frieks to the fields they flocked : 164 

The carles with clubs did others quell 

On breads, while blood out-boaked ; 
£ae rudly rang the common bell, 

That a' the fleeple rocked 16S 

For dread that day. 
By this Tarn Taylor was id's gear, 

When that he heard the bell, 
He (aid he mould make all a fleer, 

When he came there hirafel : \j% 

15a. They hew'd him on the hows.) Threw him oa hit 
back by ftriking him on his hows* i. *, houghs. 
164. Frieks.) Young fellows. 
J6t» Out-boak^d.) Gufh'd out. 

He 



64 Chrift'j Kirk on the Green. Canto I. 

He gaed to fight in fie a fear, 

While on the ground he fell ; 
A wife that hat him on the ear, 

With a great knocking-mell, 176 

Ftll'd him that day. 

When they had bierd like baited- bulls, 

And brain- wood brynt in bails ; 
They were as meek as any mules, 

7 hat mangit are with mails ; 180 

For faintnefs ttrae fbrfoughten fools 

Fell down like flaughterM fails ; 
Freih men came in. and hal'd the dools, 

And dang them down in dails, 1 84 

Bedeen that day. 

When a' was done, Did with an aix, - 

Came furth to fell a fidder, 
Quoth he, where are yon hangit fmaiks, 

That wad have {lain my brither ? 18S 

His wife bad hin\ gae home Gib Glaickt, 

And fae did Meg his mither ; 
He turn'd and^gave them baith their paiks, 

For he durit ding nae ithtr, 192 

But them that day. 

1 7 8. And brain- wood.) Being diftraclcd, or bratn-fick. ^ 

1 «o. Mangit are with mails.) Wearied and gallM with their 
loading. 

18a. Fiaughjter'd fails.) Turf that the country people flea 
for covering their houfes. 

783. HaPd the dools.) See Lucky S pence, line 40. 

1S4. Down in dails, bedeen.) In heaps, a great deal of them. 
Bedeen, fpeedily. 

. *86. Came furth to fell a fidder.) Cut doVn a fidder, or 
load of wood. 

Christv 
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Christ^ Kirk on the Green, 
CANTO II. 

BU T there had been mair blood and fkaith, 
Sair harihip and great fpulfe, 
And mony a ane had gotten his death 

By this unfonfie tooly : 4 

Bat that the bauld good-wrfe of Braitb 

Arm'd wi' a great kail gully, 
Came brllyflaught, and loot an aith, 

She'd gar them a' be hooly 8 

Fou fad that day. 
Blyth to win afF fae wi' hale banes, 
Tho' mony had clowr'd pows ; 
And drag! d fae 'mang muck and ftanes, 

They look'd like wirry-kows : I i 

Quoth fome, Who 'maiit had tint their aynds, 

Let's fee how a' bowls rows : 
And quat this brulziment at anes, 

Yon Gully is nae mows, 16 

Forfooth this day. 

The king having painted the ruftick fquabble with an un- 
common fpirit, in a moft ludicrous manner, in a ftanza of verfe 
the moft difficult to keep the fenfe complete, as he has done, 
without being forced to bring in words for crambo's fake, 
where they return fo frequently : 

Ambitious to Imitate fo great an Original, I put a flop to the 
war ; called a congrefs, and made them Jign a peace, that the 
World might have their picture in the more agreeable hours of 
drinking, dancing and finging. The following Canto's were 
wrote, one in 1725, the other in 1718, about 300 years after 
the firft. Let no worthy poet defpair of immortality ; good fenfe 
will be always the fame in fpite of the revolution of words. 

7. Came beilyftteght.) Came in great hafte, as it were fly- 
ing full upon them with her arms fpread,as a fakoa with ex- 
panded wings comes foujfling up«n her prey. 

8. Be hoolv fou faft.) Defift immediately. 

14. Let's lee how a* bowls rows.) A bowling-green phrafe, 
commonly ufed when people would examine any affair that's 
t little ravel'd. 

Vol. I. F Qjjoth 



66 Chrift'i Kirk ontht Green- Canto YL 

Quoth Hutthn, I am well content, 

I think we may do war ; 
Till this time toumond i'fe indent 

Our claiths of dirt will fa'r : ao 

Wi' nevels I'm amaifi fawn faint, 

My chafts are dung a char ; 
Then took his bonnet to the bent, 

And daddit aiFthe glar, 24 

Fou clean that day. 

Tarn Taylor, whain time of battle 

Lay as gin fome had fell'd him ; 
Gat up now wi* an unco' ratt!e, 

As nane there durft a qud'fd him : 2&V 

Bauld Bep flew till him wi' a brattle, 

And fpite of his teeth held him 
Clofe by the craig, and with her fatal 

Knife fhored me would geld him, 32 

For peace that day. 

Syne a' wi' ae confent (hook hands, 

As thev flood in a ring ; 
Some red their hair, fome fet their bands, 

Some did their fark tails wring : 36 

Then for a hap to maw their brands, 

They did their minftrel bring* 
Where clever houghs like willi-wands, 

At ilka blythfome fpring, 40 

Lap high that day. 

Claud Peky was na very blate, 
He flood nae lang a dreigh ; 

17. Quoth Hutchon.) Vide Canto !• line 12 u He's brave, 
and the firft man for an honourable peate, 

25. Tarn Taylor.) Vide Canto 1. line 169. He's a coward, 
but would appear valiant when he finds the reft in peace* 

For 
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For by the wamc he gripped Kate, 

And gar'd her gi'e a fkreigh : 44. 

Had aff, quoth fhe, ye filthy flate, 

Ye itink o' leeks, O figh ! 
Let gae my hands, I fay, be quait ; 

And vow gin fliie was (keigh, 4 $ 

And mini that day. 
Now (ettl'd goffies fat, and keen 

Did for freih bickers birle ; 
While the young fwankies on the green 

Took round a merry tirle : t% 

Meg Wallet wi' her pinky een, 

Gart Laivne's hearMtrings dirla, 
And fouk wad threep, that (he did green 

For what wad gar her kirk 56 

And (kreigh fomt day. 

The manly miller, haff and haff", 

Came out to (haw good will, 
Flang by his mittens and his ftaff, 

Cry'd, gi e me Patty's- Mitt ; 60 

He lap bawk-hight, and cry'd, had aff, 

They rus'd him that had (kill ; 
He wad do't better, quoth a cawf, 

Had he another gill 64. 

Of ulquebae. 

Furth ftarted neilt a penfy blade* 

And out a maiden took, 
They faid that he was Falkland bred, 

And danced by the book ; 63 

c.6. Did for frefh bickers birle.) Contributed for firelh bottles, 

57. Haff*nah*ff.) Half fuddled. 

61 He lap bawk-hight.) So high as his bead could ftrike 
fte loft, or jdining of the couples. 

67. Falkland bred.) Been a journey-man to the kittg's tai- 
lor, and had ietm court-daocing. 

: F z A 
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A fouple taylor to his trade, 

And when their hands he (hook, 
Ga'e them what he got fiae his dad, 

Videlicet, the yuke, 72 

To daw that day. 

Whan a' cry'd out he did fae weel, 

He Meg and Be/s did call up ; 
The laffes bab'd about the reel, 

Gar'd a 9 their hurdies wallop, j6 

And fwat like pownies whan they {peel 

Up braes, or when they gallop, 
But a thrawn knublock hit his heel, 

And wives had him to haul up, 80 

Hafffeli'd that day. 

But mony a pauky look and tale 

Gaed round whan glowming hous'd them, 
The oftler wife brought ben good ale, 

And bade the lafles rouze them ; 84. 

Up wi' them lads, and I'fe be bail 

They'll loo ye an ye touze them : 
Quoth gawffie, this will never fail 

Wi' them that this gate woes them, 88 

On fie a day. 
Syne (tools and furms were drawn afide, 

And up raife Willy Dadle* 
A ftiort nought man, but fou o' pride, 

He faid the fiddler play'd ill ; 92 

Let's ha'e the pipes, quoth he, befide ; 

Quoth a', that is nae faid ill ; 
He fits the floor (yne wi' the bride 

To Cuttyman and Tteeladk, 96 

Thick, thick that day. 

82. Glowming housM them.) Twilight brought them into 
the houfe. 
96. Cuttymun, &c.) A tune that goes very quick. 

He 



Canto II. Chrift'j Kirk on the Green. $9 

In the mean time in came the laird, 

And by fome right did claim, 
To kifs and dance wi' Mafie Aird, 

A dink and dortje dame : I op 

But O poor Mau/e was afF her guard, 

For back gate frae her wame, 
Beckin fhe loot a fearfu' raird, 

That gart her think great lhame, 1 04 

And blufh that day. 
Auld Steen led out Maggie Forfytb, 

He was her ain good-brither ; 
And ilka ane was unco' blyth, 

To fee auld fouk fae clever. ip£ 

Quoth Jock, wi' laughter like to rive, 

What think ye o' my mither ? 
Were my dad dead, let me ne'er thrive 

But fhe wa'd gat anither 1 1 * 

Good-man thi* day. 
Tarn Lutter had a muckle dim, 

And betwifht ilka tune, 
He laid his lugs in't like a filh, 

And fuckt 'till it was done ; %i 6 

His bags were liquor'd to his wifh, 

His face was like a moon : 
But he cou'd get nae place to pifh 

In, but his ain twa moon, no 

For thrang that day. 
The latter- gae of haly rhime, 

Sat up at the boord-head, 

11S. His face was like a moon.) Round, full and mining. 
When one is flaring full of drink, he's faid to have a face like 
a full moon. 

i»x. The latter-gae of haly rhime.) The reader or church 
precenter, who lets go, i. e. gives out the tune to be fung by 
the reft of the Congregation. 

F 3 And 
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And a' he faid was thought a dime 

To contradid indeed : 1 24 

For in dark-lear he was right prirne, 

And cou'd baith write and ready 
And drank fae firm 'rill ne'er a ftyme 

He cou'd keek on a bead . 128 

Or book that day. 

When he was Urate, twa fturdy chjeU, 

3e'* oxter and be's colier, 
Held up frae cowping o* thecrtels 

The liquid logick fcholar. 132 

When he came hame bis wife did reel, 

And rampage in her choler, 
With that he brake the ftnning-wheej, 

That coft a good ri a- dollar, j 36 

And roair feme fay. 

Ne*r bed-time now ijk weary wight 

Was gawting for his reft ; 
For fome were like to tyne their fight, 

Wi' fleep and drinking ftreft. 140 

But ithers that were ftoma^h- tight, 

Cry'd out, it was nae beft 
To leave a fupper that was dight, 

To Bro<wnies % or a ghaift, \ 44 

To eat or day. 

116. Baith write and read.) A rarity in thofe days. 

1*8. Keck on » bead.) Fray after the Roman Catholick 
manner, which was the religion then in fafhion. 

131. Frae cowping of the creels.) From tin nine topfyturyy. 

144. ToBrownies.) Many whimfica) ftorics arc handed c*own 
to u$ by oJd women of thei Brownies ; they tell us they were 
a kind of good drudging fpirits, who appeared »n {hape of rough 
men, would havelyen familiarly by the fire all night, thrcih«n 
in the barn, brought a midwife at a tiirie, an^ <ione \\ any fuch 
kind offices. But none of them have been ken in Scotland 
fince ihe reformation, as faitn the wife John Brown. 

On 
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On whomelt tabs Jay twa lang dails, 

On them flood mony a goan, 
Some fill'd wi' brachan, fome wi' kail, 

And milk het frae the loan. 448 

Of daintiths they had routh and walq, 

Of which they were -right fon ; 
Bat nathing wad gae down but ale 

Wi' drunken Donald Don I Jje 

The fmith that day, 

Twa times aught bannocksin a heap, 

And twa good junts >©f beef, 
Wi' hind and fore fpaul of a iheep, j j$ 

Drew whittles frae Uk fheath : 
W? gravie a their beards did dreep, 

They kempit with their teeth ; 
A kebbackfyn that 'maift cou'd creep 360 

Its lane pat on the iheaf, 

In flous that day. 

The bride was now laid in her bed, 

Her left leg ho was flung ; 
And Geordie Gib was fidgen glad, £$4 

Becaufe it hit Jean Gun : 
She was his Jo, and aft had (aid, 

Fy, Geordie, had your tongue, 
Ye's ne'er get me to be your bride : 

But chang'd her mind when bung, i$8 

That ?rery day. 

Tehee, quoth Touzie, when fbe law 
The cathel coming ben, 

169. A kebbuck fyn that 'maift cou'd creep its lane pat on 
the iheaf.) A cbeefe full of crawling mites crown' d the feaft. 

i6t. Her left leg ho was flung ) The practice of throwing 
the bridegroom or the bride's {locking when they are going to 
bed, is well known : the perfon who it lights on is to be next 
married of the company. , 

f 69* Tehee.) An interjection «f laughter. 

F 4 It 
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It pypin hat gae'd round them a' 

The bride (he made a fen, 1 72 

To fit in wylicoat fae braw, 

Upon her nether en ; 
Her lad like ony cock did craw, 

That meets a clockin hen, 1 76 

And Wyth were they., 

The fouter, miller, fmith and Dick, 

Laivrie and Hut ebon bauld, 
Carles that keep nae very ftrift 

Be hours, tho' they were auld ; 1 89 

Nor cou'd they e'er leave affthat trick, 

Bat whare good ale wa<> fald, 
They drank a* night, e'en iho* auld nick 

Shou'd tempt their wives to fcald ^ 1 S4 

Them for't neift day. 

Was ne'er in Scotland heard or feen 

Sic banqueting and drinkin, 
Sic revelling -and battles keen, 

Sic dancing, and fie jinkin, 188 

And unko wark that fell at e'en, 

Whan lafles were haff winkin, 
They loft they feet and baith their een, 

And maidenheads gae'd linkin 192 

AfFa' that day. 

276. Clokinhen.) A hatching hen. 
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Christ'/Kirk on the Green. 
CANTO III. 

NO W frae eaft nook of Fife the dawn 
Speel'd weft] i nes up the lift, 
Carles wha heard the cock had craw'n, 

Begoud to rax and rift : 4 

And greedy wives wi' girning thrawn, 

Cry'd, laffes up to thrift ; 
Dogs barked, and the lads frae hand 

Bang'd to their breeks like drift, 8 

Be break of day. 
$ut fome wha had been fow yeftreen, 

Sic as the latter- gae, 
Air up had nae will to be feen, 

Grudgin their grpat to pay. 1 2 

But what aft frifted's no forgeen f 
When fouk has noughc to fay ; 
Yet fweer were they to rake their een, 

Sic dizzy heads had they, 16 

And het that day. 

Curious to know how my bridal folks would look next day 
after the marriage, I attempted this third Canto, which opens 
with a defcription of the morning. Then the friends come 
and prefent their gifts to the new-married couple. A view is 
taken of one girl (Kir/h) who had come fairly off, and of 
Maufe who had {tumbled with the laird. Next a new fcene of 
drinking is reprefenred, and the young good-man is creelM. 
Then the character of the faith's ill-natured fhrew is drawn, 
which leads in the defcription of riding the ftang. Next Magy 
Murdy has an exemplary character of a good wife wife. Deep 
drinking and bloodlefs quarrels, makes an end of an old tale. 

z. Eaft nook of Fife.) Where day rouft break upon m> com- 
pany ; if, as I have obferved, the fcene is at Lefly church. 

12. Their groat to pay.) Payment of the drunken groat is 
very peremptorily demanded by the common people next morn- 
ing j but if they frankly confefs the debt due, they are palled 
for two-pence. 

15. Rake their een.) Rub open their eyes. Be 
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Be that time it was fair foor days,' . 

As fou's the houfe cou'd pang, 
To fee the young fouk ere they ratfe, 

Go flips came in ding dang. to 

And wi' a fofs aboon the claiths, 

Ilk ane their girts down flang : 
Twall toop horn-fpoons down Maggy lays, 

Baith muckle mow'd and lang, 24 

For kale or whey. 

Her aunt a pair of tangs fufh in, 

Right bauld (he fpake and fpruce, 
Gin your good man (hall make a din, 

And gabble like a goofe, a 8 

Shorin whan fott to (kelp ye're fkin, 

Their tangs may be of o(e ; 
Lay them enlang his pow or fhin, 

Wha wins fyn may make roofe, 32 

^ Between you twa* 

Auld BcJJte in her red coat braw, 

Came wi' her ain oe Nanny, 
An odd-like wife, they {aid that few, 

A moupin runkled granny, 36 

She fley'd the kimmers ane and a', 

Word gae'd fhe was na kanny ; ' 
Nor wad they let Lucky awa, 

'Till (he was wi' branny, 40 

Like mony mae. 

Steen frefh and faftin 'mang the reft 
Came in to get his morning, 

1 7. Fair fieor days.) Broad day-light. 

21. Aboon the claitb* ) Tisey commonly throw their gifts 
of houftiold furniture above the bed*elo»ths where the young 
folks are lying. 

38. Word gate (he was na kanny.) It wai reported (he wat 
a witch. 

Speer'd 
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SpeerM gin the bride had tane the tcft, 

And how (he loo'd her corning ? 44 

She Jeugh as (he had fun a neft, 
Said, let a be ye'r fcorning, - 

Quoth /?o k *r, fegs I've flone my bed. 

To ge'er a charge of horning, 48 

As well's I may. 

Kind Kirjk waj there, a kanty lafs, 

Black-ey'd, black-hair'd, and bonny ; 
Right well red up and jimp (he was, 

^nd wooers had fow mony : 52 

I wat na how it canie t. pais, 

She cutled in wi' Jorinie, 
And tumbling wi' him on the grafs, 

Dung a' her cockernonny j6 

A jee that day. 

But Mau/e begruttep was and hleer'd, 

Lot/k'd thowleG, dowf and flcepy ; 
Auld Maggy kend the w> t and fneer'd, 

Caw'd her a poor daft heepy : 60 

It's a wife wife that kens her weird. 

What tho' ye mount the creepy ; 
There a good lefTon may be lear'd, 

And what the war will ye be 64. 

To Hand a day. 

Or bairs can read, they firft maun Tpeli, 
1 learn'd this frae my mammy , 

43. Had tane. the left.) I do not mean an oajh of that name 
we ail have heard of. ., 

48. Charge of horning.) Is a writ charging to make pay-* 
meiK, declaring the debtor a rebel. N. B. It may be leit in 
the Jock hole, if the doors be fliut. 

60. Mount the creepy.) The ftool of repentance. 

And 



y6 ChriftV Kirk on the Green. Cantolll. 

And cooft a legen-girth my fell, 

Lang or I married Tatnmie : 
I'fe warrand ye have a' heard tell, 

Of bonny Andrew Lammy, 
Stiffly in loove wi' me he fell, 

As foon as e'er he law me : 72 

That was a day. 

Hait drink, frefh butter'd caiks and cheefe, 

That held their hearts aboon, 
Wi' clafhes mingled aft wi' lies, 

Drave aff the hale forenoon ; 76 

But after dinner an ye pleafe, 

To weary not o'er foon. 
We down to e'ning edge wi' eafe 

Shall loup, and fee what's done 80 

F the doup o' the day. 

Now what the friends wad fain been at, 

They that were right true blue; 
Was e'en to get their wyfons wat, 

And fill young Roger fou : 84 

But the bauld billy took his maut, 

And was righr ft iff to bow ; 
He fairly ga'e them tit for tat, 

And fcour'd afF healths anew, 88 

Clean out that day. 

A creel bout fow of muckle flains 
They clinked on his back, 

67. Cooft a legcn- girth.) Like a tub that lofes one of its 
bottom-hoops. 

84. Fill young Roger fou.) 'Tis a cuftom for the friends to 
endeavour the next day after the wedding to make the new- 
married man as drunk as poflible. 

89. A creel, &c.) For merryment, a creel or baiket is bound, 
full of (tone •>, upon his back; and if he has acted a manly 
part, hs young wife with all imaginable fpeed cuts the cords, 
and relieves him from the burden. If fhe does not, he's rai- 
ded for a fumbler. 
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To try the pith o's rigg and reins, 

They gart him cadge this pack. 02 

Now as a fign he had tane pains, 

His young wife was na flack, 
To rin and eafe his fhoulder- bains, 

And fneg'd the raips fow fnacks, 96 

We'er knife that day. 

Syne the blyth carles, tooth and nail, 

Fell keenly to the wark ; 
To eafe the gantrees of the ale, 

And try wha was maift ftark ; 1 00 

Till boord and floor, and a' did fail, 

Wi' fpilt ale i; the dark ; 
Gart Jock's fit Aide, he like a fail, 

Play'd dad, and dang the bark 1 04 

AfPs fhins that day. 

The foater, miller, fmith and Dick, 

Et cet'ra, clofs fat cpckin, 
'Till walled was baith cafti and tick, 

Sae ill were they to flocken ; ic8 

Gane out to pifh in gutters thick, 

Some fell and fome gae'd rockin, 
S&wity hang fnecring on his flick, 

To fee bauld Hutchon bockin 1 1 2 

Rainbows that day. 
The fmith's wife her black deary fought, 

And fand him fkin and birn : 
Quoth fhe, this day's wark's be dear bought, 

He ban'd, and gae a girn ; 116 

105. The fouter, Sec.) Vide Canto II. line 177. 

X 14. Skin and birn.) The marks of a flieep j the burn on 
the nofe, and the tar on the fkin, i. e. She was furc it was 
him, with all the marks of her drunken huiband about him. 

Ca'd 



7 8 Ohrift\j Kirk on the Green. Canto IlL 

Ca'd her a jade, and faid me mucht . 

Gae hame and fcum her kirn : 
Whifht ladren, fof gin ye fay ought 

Mair, Vfe wind ye a pirn 1 20 

To reel fome day, 

Ye'll wind a pirn ! ye filly fnool, 

Wae- worth ye'r drunken (aul, 
Quoth fhe, and lap out o'er a (tool, 

And claught him be the fpaul : 1 24 

He (hook her, and fwarc muckle dool 

Ye's thole for this, ye fcaul ; 
Pfe rive frae aff ye'r hips the hool, 

And learn ye to be baul 1 28 

On fie a day. 

Your tippanizing, fcant o' grace. 

Quoth (he, gars me gang duddy ; 
Our nibour Pate fin break o* day's 

Been thumpin at his ftuddy, 13* 

An it be true that forae fowk fays, 

Ye'll girn yet in a woody ; 
Syne wi' her' nails fhe rave his face* 

Made a' his black baird bloody, 1 36 

wT fcarts that day. 

A gilpy that had fcen the faught, 

T wat he was nae lang, 
'Till he had gathered feven or attght 

Wild hempies float and ftrang ; 140 

They frae a barn a kaber raught, „ 

Ane mounted wi 1 a bang, 

I20. Wihd ye a pirn.) Is a threathing erpreffioir, w!«n one 
4e(igns to contrive l'otne malicious thing to vex you, 

Betwiflit 
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Betwifht twa's fhouders, and (at fraught 

Upon't, and rade the ftang 144, 

On her that day. 

The wives and gytlkigs a' fpan'd out 

O'er middings and o'er dykes, 
Wr mony an unco fkirl and fhout, 

Like bumbees frae their bykes ; i^g 

Thro 1 thick and thin they fcour'd about, 

Plafhin thro* dub* and fykes, 
And fie a reird ran thro' the rout, 

Gart a* the hale town tykes \ $ % 

Yamph loud that day. 
But d'ye fee feu better bred 

Was menf-fou Magcy Murdy, 
She her man like a lammy led 

Hame, wi* a well wail'd wordy : 1^5 

Fail frae the company he fled, 

As he had tane the fturdy ; 
She fleech'd him fairly to his bed, 

Wi' ca'ing him her burdy, 1 60 

Kindly that day. 

But Laivrie he took out his nap 

Upon a mow of peafe, 
And Robin fpew'd in's ain wife's lap ; 

He faid it ga'e him eafe. 16^ 

Hutchon wi' a three-lugged cap, 

His head bizzin wi' bees, 

T44- Rade the ftafcg on her.) The riding of the ftang on * 
woman that hath beat her hufband, is as I have described ir, 
by one'* riding upon a fting, or a long piece of wood, carried 
by two others on their fliouldeis, where, like a herald, he 
proclaims the woman's name, and the manner of her unnatu- 
ral action. 

15$, Tane the fturdy.) A difeafe amongft fheep that makes 
them giddy, and run off from the reft of the herd, 

g Hit 



So Chrift'j Kirk on tie Green. C&ntoMi 

Hit Geontv a mifkfhios rap, 

And brake the brig o's neefe 168 

Right fair that day. 

Syne ilka thing gae'd arfe o'er head, 

L haulers, boord, ftools, and ftowps, 
Flew thro' the houfe wi' muckle fpeed, 

And there was little hopes, 17a 

But there had been fome ill-done deed, 

They gat fie thrawart cowps $ 
But a* the fkaith that chanced indeed, 

Was only on their dowps, 176 

Wi* faws that day. 

Sae whiles they toolied, whiles they drank, 

'Till a' their fenfe was fmor'd ; 
And in their maws there was nae mank, 

Upon the farms fame fnor'd : 1 80 

Ithers frae aff the bunkers lank, 

Wi* een like collops fcor'd : 
Some ram'd their noddles wi' a clank, 

E'en like a tbick-fcull'd lord, 1 84 

On pofb that day. 

The young good man to bed did clim* 

His dear the door did lock in ; 
Crap down beyont him, and the rim 

O'er wame he clapt hie dock on : 
She fand her lad was not in trim, 

And be this fame good token, 
That ilka member, lith and limb, 

Was ibuple like a doken, 192 

'Bout him that day. 

Notwithftanding all this my publick fpirited pains, X am 
well allured there are a few heavy heads, vrho will bring down 
the thick of their cheeks to the fides of their &iouth6, and 

richly 
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• > ' . . 

2^« twite pindaricks ! and he d— -n'd. 

Write epigrams for cutler's J ' • , . 
None ivith 'thy nonfevfe <vsill he Jhamtfi . 

But chamber-maids and butler s\ ' ' " • " 

/* father ixiorld expeEt d y blonv^ 

No tears Jkall iJtipe tbyfiains out .* 
Horace Jh all pluck thee by the nofe, 

And Pindar beat thy brains out. 

T. Brown to T.13*t7RFT. 

TH A T I thus proftitute my mufe: 
On. tbetnc ib low, may gaia cxcofe; , , 

richly ftupid, alledge there*s Tome things in ithaVe a~ mearfing. 
Well, I own ity tn^ think rt^iaiidfonMriit^'few'lmca'tofty 
fomething, than talk a great deal, and mean nothing. Pray, 
is there any thing vicipus or unbecoming lA &ying> ' * -^flens 
4 Liths and Limbs are, fouate when intoxicated.?' Ptetijcnot 
{how, that excefiive drjnlfing enervates and uflhiftges a man's 
eenftitution, and makes him uncapable of performing divine 
or natural duties. ' There rs the moral. Aridhe'lievfc riie, I 
could raife many u feral notes from every character, which the 
ingenious will prefently find out, ' « 

( Great wits fometimc* may glorioufly offend; 

* And rife to faults irue critlcks dare not mend j . 

* From vulgar bounds with brave difordef part. 

4 A nd fnatich a grace beyond the reach of *rV »Po n . 
Thus have I purfued. thefe Comical characters, having.gaa- 
tkmen's health and pleafure, and the good manners of the 
vulgar in view : the main defigrr of comedy being to represent 
the follies and miftakes of low life in a juft light, making them 
appear as ridiculous as they really are. that each who is,a $ec- 
tator, may evite his beingtfee object of laughter* Any body 
that has a mind to look four upon it, may ufe their freedom. 
' Not laugh, beafts, fifties, fowls, nor reptiles can j 

* That's a peculiar happinefs of man : 

' When governed with a prudent chearfu! grace, 
« 'T» one 9t ifrcfiift beauties of the face. . 

Vol. I. G Whea 
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When following motives fhall be thought on, 

Which has this dogrel fury brought on. 

I'm call'd in honour to prated 5 

The fair when tret with difrefpeft : 

Befides, a zeal tranfports my foul, 

Which no conftraint can e'er controuli. 

In fervice of the government, 

To draw my pen, and fatyr vent, *o 

Againft vile mungrels of Parnaffmy, 

Who through impunity opprefs us. 

Tie to correct this fcribbling crew, 

Who, as in former reigns, fo now 

Torment the world, and load our time ' r£ 

With jargon cloath'd in wretched rhime, 

Bifgrace of numbers i earth ! I hate them! 

And as they merit, fo Til treat them. 

And firft, thefe iU-bsed things I lafh, 
That hated anchors of die trafh r zo 

In pubKck fyread with litde wit, 
Much malice, rude and boodefs fpite,. 
Againft the fex, who have no arms 
To fhield them from iafulting harms, 
Except the lightning of their eye, 25 

Which none but fuch blind dolts defy. 

Ungen'rouswar! t'attack the fair x 
But, ladies, fear not, ye're the care 
Of every wit. of true defcent, 
At once their, fong and ornament : 3a 

• They'll ne'er neglcft the lovely crowd £ 
But fptte of alt* the multitude 
Of fcribbling fops, affert your caufe,. 
And execute Apolloh laws : 
Apollo* who the bard infpires 35 

With foftefc thoughts and divine fires h 
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Than whom on all the earth there's no man » ' 

More complaifant to a fine woman. 

Such veneration mixt with love, 

Points out a poet from above : 4a 

But Zannfs void of fenfe and merit, 

Love, fire, or fancy, wit or fpirit : 

Weak, frantick, clownjfh, and chagreen, 

Pretending, prompt by zealous fpleen, 

T* affront your head-drefs, or your bone- fence, 45 

Make printers preffes groan with nonfenfe. 

But while Soft offspring lives, as foon 

Shall they pull down his filler moon. 

They with low incoherent fluff, 
Dark fenfe, or none, lines lame and rough ; 50 
Without a thought, air or addrefs, 
All the whole loggerhead confefs. 
From clouded notions in the brain, 
They fcribble in a cloudy flrain ; 
Defire of verfe they reckon wit, jj 

And rhime without one grain of it. 
Then hurry forth in publick town 
Their fcrawls, left they mould be unknown. 
Rather than want a fame, they chufe 
The plague of an infamous mufe. 60 

Unthinking, thus the fots afpire, 
And raife their own reproach the high'r : 
By meddling with the modes and falhions 
Of women of politeft nations. 
Perhaps by this they'd have it told us, 65 

That in their fpirit fomething bold is, 
To challenge thofe who have the fkill, 
By charms to fave, and frowns to kill. 

If not ambition, then 'tis fpite, 
Which makes the puny infe&s write, 70 

G z Like 
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Like old and mouldy maids turn'd four, 

When diftant charms have loft their pow'r, 

Fly out in loud traafports of pafiion, 

dfthen ought that's new comes firft in falhion ; 

'Till by degree! it creeps right fnodly 75 

On hips and head-drefs of the g y. 

Thus they to pleafe the fighing fitters, 

'Who often beet them in their mifters, 

With their malicious breath fet fail, 

And write thefe filly things they rail. 8© 

Pimps ! fuch as you can ne'er extend 

A flight of wit, which may amend 

Our morals ; that's a plot too nice 

For you to laugh folks out of vice. 

Sighing, oh hey ! ye cry, alace f 85 

This fardingale's a great di (grace ! 

And all indeed, becaufe an ancle, 

Or foot is feen, might monarchs mancle ; 

And makes the wife, with face upright, 

look up, and blefs heav'n for their fight. 90 

In your opinion nothing matches, 
O horrid fin ! the crime of patches ! 
'Tis falfe, ye clowns ; I'll make't appear, 
The glorious fun does patches wear : 
Yea, run thro' all the frame of nature, 95 

You'll find a patch for ev'ry creature : 
Even you yourfelves, ye blackned wretches^ 
To Heliconians are the patches. 

But grant 'that ladies modes were ills 
To be reform'd ; your creeping (kills, 100 

Ye rhimers, never wou'd fucceed, 
Who write what the polite ne'er read. 

78 « Beet them in their miftets.) Oblige them upon ecetfoa • 
8 To. 
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To care an error of the fair, 

Demands the niceft prudent care; 

Wit utter'd in a pleating ftrain, 105 

A point fo delicate may gam : 

Rut that's a talk as far above 

Your (hallow reach, as I'm from Jove. 

No more then let the world be vexed 
With baggage empty and perplexed : f l<l 

ButJearn to fpeak with duerefped 
Of Peggie's breads and ivory neck. 
Such purblind eyes as your's, 'tis true, 
Shou'd ne'er fuch divine beauties view. 
If Nellie's hoop be twice as wide, . 115 

As her two pretty limbs can Gride ; 
What then ? will any man of fenfe • 
Take umbrage, or the lead offence. 
At what even the moil modeft may 
Expofe to Vbctbuf brighteft ray ? 120 

Does not the handfome of our city, 
The pious, chafte, the kind and witty, 
Who can afford it, great and fmall, 
Regard well-lhapen fardingale ? 
And will you, Mag-tyes, make a noife ? 1 25 

You grumble at the lady's choice ! 
Pray leav't to them, and mothers wife, 
Who watch their conduit, mem and gutfe, 
To fhape their weeds as fits their eafe ; 
A nd place their patches as they pleafe. 1 30 ' 

This fhou'd be granted without grudging, 
Since we all know they're bell at judging, 
What from mankind demands devotion, 
In geilure, garb, free airs, and motion* 
But you ! unworthy of my pen ! 135 

Unworthy to be clafc'd with men f 

G 3 Hafte, 
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Hade to Caffar, ye clumfy fots, 
And there make love to Hottcjitotr. 

Another (ett with ballads wafte 
Our paper, and debauch our tafte 146 

With endlefs .alarms on the (beet, 
Where crowds of circling rabble meet. 
The vulgar judge of poetry, 
By what thefe hawkers fing and cry : 
Yea, fome who claim to wit amife, 145 

Cannot diftinguifh That from This. 
Hence poets are accounted now 
Jn Scotland a mean empty crew : 
Whofe heads are craz'd, who fpend their time 
In that poor wretched trade of rhime. 150 

Yet all the learn'd difcerning part 
Of mankind own the heav'nly art 
Is as much diftant from fuch tram, 
As fey'd Dutch coin from Sterling cafh. 

Others in lofty nonfenfe write ; 1 5 c, 

Jncomprehenfible's their flight ; 
Such magick pow'r is in their pen, 
They can beftow on worthlefs men 
More virtue, merit and renown, 
Than ever they cou'd call their own* 160 

They write with arbitrary power, 
And pity 'tis they ihou'd fall lower ; 
Or ftoop to truth, or yet to meddle 
With common fenfe, for crambo diddle. 

But none of all the rhiming herd 165 

Are more encourag'd and rever'd 
By heavy fouls to their's ally'd, 
Than fuch who teU who lately dy'd* 

_ No 
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No iboner is the fpirit flown, 

From its clay-cage, to lands unknown, ijo 

Then Come rafli hackney gets his name, 

And thro 9 the town laments the fame : 

Anjioneft burgefs cannot die, 

fiat they mufl weep in elegy ; 

Even when the virtuous foul is (baring 175 

Thro' middle air, be hears it roaring. 

» 
Thefe ills and many more abules 
Which plague mankind, and vex the mules, 
On pain of poverty ihallceaie, 
And all the fair fhall live in peace: 180 

And every one fhall die contented, 
Happy when not by them lamented. 
For great dpollo in his name, 
Has ordered me thus to proclaim -: 

' Forafmuch as a groveling crew, 18$ 

* With narrow mind, and brazen brow, 
4 Wou'd fain to poets title mount, 

' And with vile maggots rub aifront 
4 On an old virtuofo nation, 

* Where our lov'd nine maintain their ftatlon : 290 
4 We order drift, that all refrain 

* To write, who learning want, and brain ; 

* Pedants, with Hebrew roots o'ergrown, 
4 Learn'd in each language but their own. 

' Each fpiritlefs half-ftarving firmer, ipg 

* Who knows not how to -get his dinner : 

' Dealers in fmall ware, clinks, whim-whams, 

4 Acrofticks, puns, and anagrams ; 

4 And all who their productions grudge, 

* To be canvaft by fkilful judge, 200 

G 4. ' « Who 
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' Who can find out indulgent; trip, 

* Whilft 'tis in harralefs manufcript. 

* But to all them who difobey, t . 

* And jog tin. Rill in tbeix own- way ; 

* Be't kend to all men that our will is, -205 
' Since all they write fb wretched ill is ; 

€ They muft dSfpatch theif fhallow gholb. '" 

' To Pluto* jakes, and take their polls ; * - 

* There jto attend, 'till Dh (hall deign 

* To ufe their works ; thVufe is plain/ 21 q 

Now know, ye fcountrfefe, if ye ftand 
To humph and ha at this command, 
The furies have t prepaid a halter, x 

To hang, or drive ye helter (kelter, 
Through bogs and moors, like rats and mice, 215. 
PurfuM with hunger, rags andlice,' 
Jf e'er ye dare again to croak, 
And god of harmony provoke. 
Wherefore purfue fbme craft for bread, 
Where hands may better ferve than head ; 2 io # 
Nor ever hope in verfe to'fhine, 
Or fliare in Homer's fate Or — — -i 
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Content if wealth, the'riches of the tqind; 
And bdppy he who can that ttea'Jure Jind \ 
But the hafe ih ; fer ftarves amidji his ftore. 
Broods on bis gold, and' gripping fiill for more^ 
Sits fadly pih y hg, and believes tie's poor. 

Dryden." 
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Virtue <ix)ds taught in <verj}, and Athens* glory rofi. ' 
, .; •-.,.-. Prior. 

WKEKgen ial beams wade thro' the dewy morn. 
And from the clod invite the fjprbuting corn ; 
When chequer'd green, winged maffick, new blown 

fcents, ♦ • 

Conipir'd to footh the mind, and pleafe each fenfe ; * 
Then down a fhady haugh I took my way, §* 

Delighted' with each flower and budding fpray ; 
Muling on all that hurry, pain and ftrife. 
Which flow from the fan taftick i Jls of life. 
Enlarg'd from fuch diftrefles of the mind, 
Due gratittfde* to heav'n my thoughts rehVd, 10 
And made me in the laughing fage's way, 
As a mere farce the murm'ring world furvey ; 
Finding imagin'd maladies abound, :■ 
Tenfold for one, which gives a real wound. 

Godlike is he who no falfe fears annoy, 15 

Who lives content, and grafps the prefent joy ; 
Whofe mind is not with wild convulfions rent 
Of pride, and avarice, and difcontent : 

j 2. Laughing fage.) Dcmocritus. 
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Whofe well traia'd paffions, with a pious awe, 

Are all fubordinate to reason's law : * 20 

Then fmooth content arifes like the day, 

And makes each rugged phantom fly away. 

To lowed men me gives a lib'ral (hare 

Of folid blifs ; (he mitigates our care. 

Enlarging joys, adminiftrating health ; 25 

The rich man's pleafure, and the poor man's wealth j 

A train of comforts on her nod attend, 

And to her fway profits and honours bend. 

Hail bleft content ! who art by heav'n defign'd 
Parent of health and chearfulnefs of mind ; 30 

Serene content lhall animate my fong. 
And make the immortal numbers fmooth and ftrong. 

* 

Silenus, thou whofe hoary beard and head 
Experience (peak, and youth's attention plead ; 
Retail thy gather'd knowledge, and difclofe 35 
What (late of life enjoys the moft repofe. 
Thus I addreft : — And thus the ancient bard;— 
Firft, to no (late of life fix thy regard. 
All mortals may be happy, if they pleafe, 
Not rack'd with pain, nor lingering difeafe. 40 

Midas the wretch, wrapt in his patched rags, 
With empty paunch, fits brooding o'er his bags ; 
Meager his look, his mind in conftant fright, 
If winds but move his windows in the night; 
If dogs fhould bark, or but a moufe make din, 45 
He fweats and darts, and thinks the thiePs got in : 
His fleep forfakes him 'till the dawn appears, 
Which every thing but fuch a caitiff chears ; 
It gives him pain to buy a farthing- light, 
He jums at home in darknefs all the night $0 

What 
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What makes him manage with fuch cautious pain ? 
Twould break a fum ? a farthing fpent fo vain ! 
If e'er he's pleas'd, 'tis when fome needful man 
Gives ten per Cent, with an in Turing pawn ; 
Tho' he's provided in as much would ferve 5 5 

Whole Ne/tor % % years, he ever fears to ftarve. 
Tell him of alms/alas! he'd rather chuie 
Damnation and the profnis'd blifs refufe. 
— And is there fuch a wretch beneath the fun— - ? 
Yes, he return'd, thoufimds inftead of one, 60 
To whom content is utterly unknown.—— 
Are all the rich men fuch ^— He anfwer'd, no; 
Marcus hath wealth, and can his wealth beftow 
Up »n himfelf, his friends, and on the poor, 
Enjoys enough, and wifhes for no more. 65 

Reverie of thefe, is he who braves the fky, 
Curfing his Maker when he throws the die : 
Gods, devils, furies, hell, heaven, blood and wounds, 
Promifcuous fly in burfts of tainted (bunds; 
He to perdition doth his foul bequeath, 70 

Yet inly trembles when he thinks of death. 
Except at game*, he ne'er employs his thought 
'Till hifs'd and pointed at, — not worth a groat. 
The defp'rate remnant of a large eitate 
Goes atone throw, and points his gloomy fate] 
He finds his folly now, but finds too late. 
Ill brooks my fondling matter to be poor, 
Bred up to nought but bottle, game, and whore. 
How pitiful he looks without his rent ! 
They who fly virtue, ever fly content. 80 

Now I beheld the (age look'd lefs fevere, 
Whim pity join'd his old fatyrick Icar. 



»7sr 



9 2 CONTENT. 

The weakly mind, faid he, is quickly torn. 
Men are not gods, fone frailties 19116 be born : 
Heaven's bounteoushandaUin their turn abufe, 85 
The happieft men at times their fate refufe, 
Befool theinielves,— and trump up an excufe* 

Is Lucius but 4 fubaltern of foot ? 
His equal Gtj/us is a coronet. 

Sterilla (buns a gofliping, and why ? 90 • 

The teeming mother fills her with envy. 
The pregnant matron's grief as much prevails, 
Some of the children always fomething ails : 
One boy is fick, t'other has broke his head. 
And nurfe is blam'd when little xniis is dead. 95 

A du reliefs on a velvet couch redin'd, 
Blabs her fair cheeks till me is almoft blind ; 
Poor Phil?* death the briny pearls demands. 
Who ceafes now to fnarl and lick her hands. 

The politicians, who in learn'd debates* 1 00 
With penetration carve out kingdoms fates. 
Look lour, drink coffee, ftirug, and read gazettes : 
Deep funk in craft of Hate their fouls are loft, 
And all their hopes depend upon the poft : 104 
Each mail that's due they curfe the contrair wind, 
'Tis ftrange if this way men contentment find* 
Tho' old, their humours 1 am yet to learn, 
Who vex themfelves in what they've no concern* 

Ninny the glaring fop, who always runs 109 
Jn tradefmen's books, which makes the careful duns 
Often ere ten to break his {lumbering reft : 
Whilft with their craving clamours he's oppreft, 

Ht 
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He frames excnfes 'till his cranny akes, 
Then thinks he juftly damns the curfed fnakes. 
The disappointed don with as much ire, 1 15 

Both threats and caries till his breaft's on fire ; 
Then home he goes, and pours it on his houftf. 
His fervants fuller oft, and oft his fpoufe. 

Some groan thro 9 life am id ft a heap of cares, 
To load with top much ?wcalth their laay heirs : 1 20 
The lazy heir turns -all to ridicule, . 

And all his life proclaims his father fbol. • - 
He toils in fpending-*-Leaves a thread-bare fan, 
To (crape anew, as had his grandfire done. 

How is the fair Myrtillas bofom fir'd* 1 25 

If Ledd% fable locks are more admir'd ; 
While Leda does her fecret fighs difcharge, 
Becaufe her mouth's a draw-breadth, ah 1 too large. 

Thus fung the fire, and left me to evite 
The (torching beams in (bme cool green retreat ; 
Where gentle (lumber feiz'd my weary'd brain, 
And mimick fancy op'd the following fcene. 

Methought I flood upon a rifing ground, 
A fplendid landfkip open'd all around, 134 

Rocks, rivers, meadows, gardens, parks and woods, 
And domes, which hid their turrets in the clouds; 
To me approach'd a nymph divinely fair, 
Celeftial virtue (hone through all her air : 
A nymph for grace, her w.'fdom more renown'd 
Adorn'd each grace, and both true valour crown'd. 
Around her heav'nly fmiles a helmet blaz'd, 141 
And graceful as (he mov'd, a fpear (he gently rais'd. 
My fight at firft the luitre fcarce cou'4 bear, 
Her dazzling glories (hone fo ftrong and clear : 

A 
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A majcfty fublfrne, with all that's fweet, 14c, 

Did adoration claim, and lore invite, 
I felt her wifdom's charm my thought! infpire, 
Her daundefs courage fet my foul on /fire. 
The maid, when thus I knew, I foon addreft, 
My prefent wifhful thoughts the theme fugged ; 
' Of all th' etherial powers thou nobleft maid, 
' To human weaknefs lend'ft the readieft aid : 
4 To where content and her bleft train refide, 
* Immortal Pallas, deign to be my guide.' 1 54 
With my requeft well pleas'd, our courfe we bent, 
To find the habitation of content. 

Thro* fierce Belloncf* tents we firft advanced, 
Where cannons bounc'd and nervous horfes pranc'd : 
Here^V k3 /Jrmh Tat with dreadful awe 
And daring from, to prop each nation's law ; 160 
-Attending iquadrons on her motions wait, 
Array'd in deaths, and fearlefs of their fate. 
Here chieftain fouls glow'd with as great a fire, 
As his who made the world but one empire. 
Even in low ranks brave fpirits might be found, 16c 
Who wanted nought of monarchs but a crown. 
But ah ! ambition flood a foe to peace, 
Shaking the empty fob and ragged fleece ; 
Which were more hideous to thefe fons of war. 
Than brimftone, fmoak,and ftorms of bullets are. 
Here, faid my guide, content is rarely found, 
Where blood and noify jars befet the ground. 

Trade's wealthy ware houfe next fell in oar way, 
Where in great bales part of each nation lay, 
The Spanijb citron, and Hefperta's oil, 17c, 

Perfects foft product, and the Cbirsji toil ; 

War» 
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Warm Borneo's fpkes, Arab"* (tented gam, 
The Polijb amber, and the Saxon mum. 
The Orient pearl, Holland** lace and toys, 
And linfy work, which the fair nun employs. 1 9o 
From India ivory, and the clouded cane, 
And cochineal from (traits oi Magellan. 
The Scandinavian rotin, hemp and tar, 
The Lapland furs, and Ruffian caviare, 
The Gallck punchion charg'd with ruby juice, 1 85 
Which makes the hearts of gods- and men rejoice. 
Britannia here pours from her plenteous horn, 
Her Alining mirrors, cipck-work, cloaths and corn* 
Here Cent, per Cents* fat poring o'er their books, 
While many (hew'd the bankrupts in their looks, 190 
Who by mifmanagement their (tack had fpent, 
Curs'dthefe hard times, and biam'd the government. 
The miflive letter, and peremptor bill, 
Forbade them red, and call'd forth all their (kill; 
Uncertain credit bore the fceptre here, 195 

And her prime miniders were hope and fear. 
The furly chufs demanded what we fought, 
Content, (aid J, may (he with gold be bought ? 
Content! faid one, then (lar'd and bit his thumb, 
And leering atk'd, if 1 was worth a plum. 20(7 

Love's fragrant fields, where milded wedern gales, 
Loaden with ftveets, perfume the hills and dales ; 
Where longing lovers haunt the dreams and gladei,. 
And cooling groves, whofe verdure never fades ; 
Thither wkh joy and hady deps we drode, 205 
There fure. I thought our long'd-for blifs abode. 
Whom fird we met on that enchanted plain, 
Was a tall yellow-hair'd young peril! ve fwain ; 

loo. Worth a plum.) ioc,ceo Pounds. 
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Him I addrefc,— *C youth, what heavenly power 

• Commands and graces yon Elyfiin -bower ? 2 10 

• Sure 'tis -content, eHe much I am •dedehr'd.* 
The fhepherdfigh'd, and told me that f rav*d. 
Rare fhe appears, mrlefs on 4bme 4me day 
She grace airopriai, bat fbon haftes away : 

If her you (eek, foorihence you mail remove, 2tf 
Her prefence is precarious in love. 

Thro* thefe'and other (brines we wandered long. 
Which merit no defcription in my fong : 
Till at the laft, methought we caff otrr eye 
Upon an antique temple, fquare and high, 220 
Its area wide, its? fpfre'did pierce the fey ; 
On adamantine Deri k pillars reared, 
Strong Gotbick work the' mafTy pile appear*d : 
Nothing feem'd ]Me', all was great defign'd, 
Which pleas'd the eye at once, and filPd the mind. 
Whilft wonder did my curidus thoughts' engage, 
To us approach'd a ftudious rev'rend fage : 
Both awe and kind nets' his grate afpecl bore, 
Which fpoke him rich with wifdorrr's fineft (lore. 
He afk'd our errand there,— Straight I reply'd, 230 

• Content ; in thefe high towers doesflie jeiide r* 
Not far from hence, faid he, her palace (lands, 
Ours fhe regards, as we do her demands ; 
Philofophy fulfctihs her peaceful fway, 

And in return (he feafts us every day. 2 jj 

Then ftraight an antient telefcope he brought, 
By Socrates and Efiftetus wrought, 
Improved iince, made eafier to the fight, 
Lengthen'd the tube, the glades ground more bright : 
Through this he fhew'd a hill, whofe lofty brow 24b 
Enjoy'd the fun, while vapours all belpw, 

la 
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In pitchy clouds, encircled it around, 

Where phantoms of molt horrid farms abound ; 

The ugly brood of lazy fplecn and fear, * 

Frightful in fhape, moft monftrous appear. • tq.c 

Then thus my guide, 

Your way lies through yon gloom, be not aghaft, 

Come brifldy on, you'll jeft them when they're paft : 

Mere empty fpecbres, harm left as the air, 

Which merit not your notice, lefs your care, aco 

Encouraged with her word, I thus addreft 

My noble guide, and grateful joy expreft. 

* O facred wifdom ! thine's the fource of light, 

* Without thy blaze the world wou'd grope in night; 
' Of wo* and blifs thou only art the tell, 255 
' Falfhood and truth before thee ftand confeft : 

* Thou mak'ft a double life : one nature gave, 
' But without thine, what is it mortals have? 
' A breathing motion grazing to die grave. 
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Now thro' the damps methought We boldly went, 
Smiling at all the grins of difcontent : 
Tho 1 oft pulPd back, the rifing ground we gain'd, 
Whilft inward joy -my weary'd limbs roftain'd. 
Arriv'd the height, \Vhofe top was large and plain, J 
And what appeared foon recompense my pain* 265 > 
Nature's whole beauty deck'd th* enameld (bene, j 

« 

Amidft the glade the facred palace floods 
The architecture not fo fine as good ; 
Nor fcrimp, nor goufty, regular and plain, 
Plain were the columns which the roof fuftain : 2^0 
An eafy greatnefs in the whole was found, 
Where all that nature wanted did abound. 
But here no beds are fereen'd with rich brocade, 
Nor fewel-logs in filver grates are laioU 

Voi.L H ' No 
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No broken Cbina-bov/U difturb the joy 275 

Of waiting handmaid, or the running boy ; 
Nor in the cupboard heaps of plate are rang'd, 
To be with each iplenetick failxion chang'd. 

A weather-beaten (entry watch'd the gate, 
Of temper crofs, and pradtis'd in bebate : 280 

'Till once acquaint with him, no entry here, 
Tho'. brave as C*/ar f or as Helen fair : 
To (hangers fierce, but with familiars tame, 
And Toucbftone D //appoint meat was his name. 

This fair infcription fhone above the gate, 285 
Fear none but him wbofe Will dire&s thy Fate. 
With fmile auftere he lifted up his head, 
Pointed the characters, and bid us read. 
We did, and flood refolvM. The gates at laft 
Op'd of their own accord, and in we paft, 290 

Each day a herald, by the queen's command, 
Was order'd on a mount to take his Hand, 
And thence to all the earth this offer make, 
4 Who are inclin'd her favours to partake, 
' Shall have them free, if they fmall rubs can bear 
« Of difappointment, fpleen and bug-bear fear/ 

Rais'd on a throne within the outer gate, 
The goddefs fat, her vot'ries round her wait : 
The beautiful divinity difclos'd * 

Sweetnefs fublime, which roughed cares compos'd : 
Her looks fedate, yet joyful and ferene, 301 

Not rich in drefs, but fuitable and clean : 
Unfurrow'd was her brow, her cheeks were fmooth, 
Tho' old as time, enjoy'd immortal youth ; 

And! 
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And all her accents (b harmonious flovv'd, 305 
That every lift'ning ear with pleafure glow'd. 
An olive garland on her head (he wore, 
And her right hand a Cornucopia bore. 
Crofs Touchftone fill'd a bench without the door. 
To try the Sterling of each human ore : 31a 

Grim judge he was, and them away he fent, 
Unfit t* approach the fhrine of calm content. 

To him a hoary dotard load with bags : 
Unweildly load ! to one who hardly drags 
His being. — More than feventy years, (aid he, 315 
Pve fought this court, 'till now unfound by me : 
Now let me reft. — * Yes, if ye want no more ; 
' But ere the fun has made his annual tour, 
* Know, grov'ling wretch, thy wealth's without 

* thy pow'r.' 
The thoughts of death, and ceafing from his gain, 
Brought on the old man's head fo (harp a pain, 321 
Which dim'd his optick nerves, and with the light 
He loft the palace, and crawl'd back to night. 

Poor griping thing, how ufelefs is thy breath, 
While nothing's fo much long d for as thy death ? 
How meanly haft thou {pent thy leafe of years r 
A ilave to poverty, to toils and fears ; 
And all to vie with fome black rugged hill, 
Whoie rich contents millions of chefts can fill. 
As round the greedy rock clings to the mine, 330 
And hinders it in open day to fhine, 
Till diggers hew it from the fpar's embrace, 
Making it circle, ftampt with Cafar's face ; 
So doft thou hoard, and from thy prince purloin 
His ufeful image, and thy country coin, 335 
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'Till gaping heirs have free'd th' imprifon'd flavc^ 
When to tlieir comfort thou had fill'd a grave. 

The next, who with a janty air approach'd, 
Was a gay youth, who thither had been coach'd : 
Sleek were his Flanders mares, his hVries fine, 340 
With glittering gold his furniture did mine. 
Sure fuch methought may enter when they pleafc,. 
Who have all thele appearances of eafe. 
Strutting he march'd, nor any leave he crav'd, 
Attempt' to pafs, but found himfelf deceiv'd : 345 
Old Touchfione gave him on the breail a box, 
Which op'd the flukes of a latent pox ; 
Then bid his equipage in hafte depart 
The youth look'd at mem with a fainting heart ; 
He found he cou'd not walk, and bid them day, 35 o 
Swore three cramp oaths, mounted and wheel'daway. 

The pow'r exprefc'd himfelf thus with a finite, 

* Thefe changing fhadows are not worth oof 

' while; 
' With finalleft trifles oft their peace is torn, 
*• If here, at night, they rarely wait the morn.' 355 

Another beau as fine, but more vivace, 
Whofer'airs fat round him with an eafy grace, 
And well-bred motion, came up to the gate, 
I lov'd him much, and trembPd for his fate. 
The fentry broke his clouded cane — he fmil'd, 360 
Got fairly in, and all our fears beguil'd. 
The cane was foon renew'd which had been broke,. 
And thus the Virtue to the circle fpoke ; 

* Each thing magnificent or gay we grant, 

* To them who're capable to bear their want* 365 

Two 
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Two hand(bme toafts came next ; them well I 
knew, 
> Their lovely make the court's obfervance drew ; 
Three waiting-maids attended in the rear, 
Each loaden with as much as me cou'd bear : 
, One movM beneath a load of filks and lace, 370 
! Another bore the offsets of the face ; 
Bat the moll bulky burden of the three, 
Was hers who bore the utenfils of Bohea. 
My mind indulgent in their favour pled, 
Hoping no oppoiition would be made : 375 

So mannerly, fo fmoo.h, fo mild their eye, 
Enough almoft to give content envy. 
But foon I found my error ; the bold judge,, 
Who acted as if prompted by fome grudge, 
Yhem thus faluted with a hollow tone, 380 

' You're none of my acquaintance, get you gone ; 
' What loads of trump'ry thefe r — ha, where's my 

* crofs? 
' I'll try if thefe be folid ware or bofs ;' 
The China felt the fury of his blow, 
And loft a being, of for ufe or mow ; 385 

For ufe or (how no more's each plate or cup, 
But all in fhreds upon the threfhold drop. 
Now every charm which deck'd their face before, 
Give place to rage, and beauty is no more. 
The briny dream their rofy cheeks befmear'd, 390 
Whilft they in clouds of vapours difappear'd. 

A ruftick hind, attir'd in home-fpun grey, 
With forked locks, and fhoes bedaub'd with clay ; 
Palms (hod with horn, his front frefh, brown and 

broad, 
With legs and moulders fitted for a load ; 395 

He 'mid it ten bawling children laugh'd and fung, 
While confort hobnails on the pavement rung : 

H 3 Up 
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Up to the porter anconcern'd be came, 
Forcing along bis offspring and their dame. 
Crofs foucbftone frxove to flop him, but the down 400 
At handy-cuffs him match'd, and threw him down ; 
And fpite of him, into the palace went, 
Where he was kindly welcom'd. by Content. 

Two BuJUan philofophs put in their claims, 
Gamaliel and Critis were their names ; 405 

But toon's they had our Britijh Homer feen, 
"With face unruffTd waiting on the queen, 
Envious hate their furly bofoms fir'd, 
Their colour changed, they from the porch retirM : 
Backward they went, reflecting with much rage 410 
On the bad tafte and humour of the age, 
Which paid fo much refpect to nat'ral parts, 
While they were ftarving graduates of arts. 
The goddefs fell a laughing at the fools, 
And fent them packing to their grammar- fchools ; 
Or in fome garret elevate to dwell, 416 

There with Xifyphian toil to teach young Beaus to fpell . 

Now all this while a gale of eaftcrn wind, 
And cloudy ikies oppreft the human mind ; 
The wind let weft, back'd with the radiant beams, 
Which warm'd the air, and danc'd upon the ftreams, 
ExhaTd the fpleen, and footh'd a world of fools, 
Who crowded now the avenue in ftioals. 
Numbers in black, of widowers, reli&s, heirs, 
Of new* wed lovers many handfome pairs ; 4Z5 
Men landed from abroad, from camps and feas ; 
Others got through fome dangerous difeafe : 
A train of Belies adorn'd with fomething new, 
And even of ancient prudes there were a few, 
Who were refrefiVd with fcandal and with tea, 430 
Which for a ipace fct them from vapours free. 

Hero 
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Here from their cups the lower (pedes flockt, 
And knaves with bribes and cheating methods flockt. 

The pow'r furvey'd the troop, and gave command 
They fhould no longer m the entry ftand, 435 

But be convey'd into Chimera's tower, 
There to attend her pleafure for an hour. 

Soon as they enter'd, apprehenfion fhook 
The fabrick : fear was fixt on every look ; 
Old age and poverty, difeafe, difgrace, 440 

With horrid grin, ftar'd full in every face, 
Which made them, trembling at their unknown fate, 
IfTue in hafte out by the poftern-gate. 

None waited out their hour but only two, 
Who had been wedded fifteen years ago. 445 

The man had learn'd the world, and fixt his mind > 
His fpoufe was chearful, beautiful and kind : 
She neither fearM the fhock, nor phantom's flare : 
She thought her hufband wife, and knew that he 

was there. 
Now while the court was fitting, my fair guide 45 o 
Into a fine Elyfium me convey'd ; 
I faw, or thought I (aw, the fpacious fields 
Adorn'd with all prolifick nature yields, 
Profufely rich, with her moft valu'd ftore : 
Bat as m' enchanted fancy wander'd o'er 45 J 

The happy plain, new beauties feem'd to rife, 
The fields were fled, and all was painted fkies. 
PleasM for a while, I wifh'd the former (bene ; 
Straight all returned, and eas'd me of my pain. 
Again the flow'ry meadows difappear, 460 

And hills and groves their {lately fummits rear ; 

H 4 Thafc 
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Thefe fink again, and rapid riven 6&W, 
Next from the rivers cities feem to grow* 

Sometime the fleeting fcqne I had fprgot* 
In bufy thought entranced, with pain I fought^, 465 
To know the hidden charm ; ilraight all was fled, 
And boundlefs heav'ns o'er boundlefs ocean spread ; 
Impatient I obteft my noble guide, 
Reveal this wond'rous fecret, (he reply *d. 

We carried on what greatly we defign'd, 470 
Wtoea all thefe human follies you refign'd, 
Ambition, lux'ry, and a cov'tous mind ; 
Yet think not true content can thus be bought, 
There's wanting flill a train of virtuous thought. 

When me your leader prudently you chofe, 47 5 
And H it'n ing to my council, did refufe 
Fantaftick joys, your foul was thus prepared 
For true content ; and thus I do reward 
Your gen'rous toil. Oblerve this wondrous clime ; 
Of nature's bladings here are hid the prime : 480 
But wife and virtuous thought in conftant courfe, 
Maft draw the/e beauties from their hidden fource ; 
The fmalleft intermiffions will transform 
The pleafanr. {bene, and rpoil each perfect chapii. 
'Tis ugly vice will rob you of content, ' 485 

And to your view all hellfm woes prefent. 
Nor grudge the care in virtue you employ, 
Your preftnt toil wiH prove your future joy. 
Then fmil'd fheheav'nly (w$e.t,' arid parting fetd. 
Hold faft your virtuous mind, of nothing be a/raitf. 

A while the charming voice fo fifl'd my ears, 
I griev'd the divine form no more appears. 

Then 
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Then to copfirm my yet unfteady mind,. 

Under a lonety ihaaow I recKn'd; 

To try the virtues of the clime I fought ; 495 

Then ftraight call'd up a train of hideous thought, 

Famine, and blood, and peftilence appear, 

Wild fhrieks and loud laments diiturb mine ear ; 

New woes and horrors did my fight alarm : 

Envy and hate cotnpos'd the wretched charm* 500 

Soon as I faw, I dropt the hateful view, 
And thus I fought paft pleafures to renew. 
To heav'nly lave niy thoughts I next compofe, 
Then quick as thought the following fights difclofe: 
Streams, meadows, grotto's, groves, birds carrolling, 
Calmnefs, and template warmth, and endleis 

fpring ; 
A perfect tranjcript of thefe upper bowers, 
The habitation of th* immortal powers. 

Back to the palace ravifhed I went, 
Reiblved to reside with blefk Content, £io 

Where all my ipecial friends mefchought I met, 
In order 'mongtt the beft of mankind fet : 
My foul with too much pleafure overcharge, 
The captiv'4 fotfes-to. their poll ealarg'd, 
Lifting mine eyes I view'd declining day, 5 1 5 

Sprang from the green, and homeward bent my 

way, 
Reflecting on tfeat hurry, pain and ftrife, 
Which flow fewa £al& and real ills of life. 



Richt 



( io6 ) 

Richy and Sandy, a Paftoral on the 
Death of Joseph Addison, Efq\ 

RICHY. 

WHAT gars thee look fae dowf, dear Sandy , fay? 
Chear up. dull fallow, take thy reed and play 
My Apron D*&y y — or fome wanton tunc : 
Be merry, lad, and keep thy heart aboon. 

S A N D r. 

Na, na, it winna do ! leave me to mane, 5 

This aught days twice o'r telPd ill whittle nane. 

R IC HY 

Wow man, that's unco* fad,— —Is that ye'r jo 
Has ta'en the fount ? — Or has fome bogle-bo 

Glowrin 



An Explanation of Richy and Sandy, by Jonah 

Burchet, Efa; 

RICHY. 

WHAT makes thee look fo fad ? dear Sandy, (ay, 
Roufe up, dull fellow, take thy reed and play 
A merry jig, or try fome other art, 
To raife thy fpirits, and cheer up thy heart. 

S A N D T. 

No, no, it will not do ! leave me to moan, 
'Till twice eight days are pail I'll whittle none* 

R IC Hr. 

That's Grange, indeed ! has Jenny made the fad f 
Or tell me, bath fome horrid fpedre, lad, 

Richy and Sandy.) Sir Richard Steel and Mr* Alexander 
Pope, 

(Olariug 
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Glowrin frae 'mang auld waws gi'en ye a flcg ? 
Or has fome daw ted wcdder broke his leg ? 10 

S A N D r. 

Nathing like that, fie troubles eith were born, 
What's bogles, wedders, or what Mavffs (corn ? 
Our lofs is meikle mair, and paft remeed, 
Edie, that play'd, and fang fae fweet, is dead. 

R IC HY. 

Dead, fay'ft thou ; oh ! had up my heart, O Tan ! 
Ye gods ; what laids ye lay on fecklefs man ! 16 
Alake therefore I canna wyt ye'r wae, 
I'll bear ye company for year and day. 
A better lad ne'er lean'd out o'er a kent, 
Or hounded coly o'er the mofly bent : 20 

Blyth at the bought how aft ha' we three been, 
Heartfome on hills, and gay upon the greeen. 

$ A N Dr. 
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EXPLANATION. 

{Glaring from ruins old, in filent night) 
Surprised, and put thee in a panic fright ? 
Or ails that wcdder ought, thy favourite ? 

S A N DT. 

Such troubles might with much more eafe be born : 
What's goblins, wedders, or what's woman's fcorn ? 
Our lofs is greater far; for Addy's dead, 
Addy, who fung fo fweetly on the mead, 

R IC HY. 

Dead is he, fay'ft thou ? guard my heart, oh Pan \ 

What burthens, gods, ye lay on feeble man 1 

Alack I cannot blame thee for thy grief $ 

Nor hope I, more than thou, to find relief. 

A better lad ne'er lean'd or (hepherd's crook, 

Nor after game halloo' d his dog to look. 

How glad where ews give milk have we three been* 

Merry on bills, and gay upon the green 1 

7 SAND r. 



io8 R i € h v and S A Jf f> Y. 

$ A N d r. 

That's true indeed • but now thaedays are ganc, 
And with him a 1 that's pleaiant cm the plain. 
A fummer-day I never thought it lang 25 

To hear him make a roundel or a fang. 
How fweet he fung where vines and myrtles grew, 
Of wimpling waters which in Latium flow. 
Titry the Mantuan herd wha lang finfyne 
Beil fung on aeten reed the lovers pine, 30 

Had he been to the fore now in our days, 
Wi' Edie he had frankly dealt his bays. 
As lang's the warld fhall Amaryllis ken, 
His Rfamond mall eccho thro' the glen ; 
While on burn banks the yellow gowan grows, 35 
Or wandring Iambs rin Meeting after ews, 
His fame mall laft : laft fhall his fang of weirs, 
While Britijh bairns brag of their bauld forbears. 

We'll 

EXPLANATION. 

BANDY. 
That's true indeed 5 but now, alas ! in vain 
"We feek for pleafure on the rural plain ; 
I. never thought a Aimmer ? s day too long 
To hear his couplet^ or his tuneful long. 
How Ive t he fang where vine* and myrtles grow, 
And. winding flieams which in eld Latium flow ! 
Titry, the Mantuan herd, who long ago 
Sang beft on oaten reed the lover's woe, 
Did he, fam'd bar'd, but live in thefe our days, 
He would with Addy freely ftare his bays. 
As long as fliepherds Amaryllis hear, 
So long Ms Rolamond fhall pleafe the ear. 
While fpangled daify near the rjv'let grows, 
And tender lambs feek after bleating ews, 
His fame fliall laft. Laft fliall his feng of wars, 
"While British youngfters boaft of ancestors. 

zj. How fyeet.) His poetick epiftie frcm Italy to the Earl 
JJallifax. 

34. Rpfamond.) An opera wrote by, him. 

37. Sang of weirs.) His Campaign $ an heroick poem. 

Much 
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We'll mickle nwfs his blyth and witty jeft 
At fpaining time, or at out Lathbmafs feaft. 40 
O, Rrchy> but *tis hard that death ay reaves 
Away the beft fbwck, and the HI anes leaves. 
Hingdown yeV heads, ye hills, greet out ye'r iprings, 
Upon ye'r edge ha mair the fhepherd fings. 

R I C HT. 
Then he had ay a good advice to gi'e, 4 j 

And kend my thoughts amaift as well as me ; 
Had I been tbowleTs, vext, or oughtlins fow'r, 
He wad have made me blyth in 'naff an hour. 
Had Rofic ta*en the dorts, — or had the tod 
Worry'd my lamb,— or were my feet ill-ihod, jc* 
Kindly he r d laugh when fae he few me dwine, 
And tauk of happmefs like a divine. 
Of ilka thing he had an unco* {kill, 
He kend be moon-Kght how tides ebb and fill. 



He 



EXPLANATION, 

Much ftall we mifs his merry witty jefts, 

At weaning times, and at our Lambmafs feafts; 

Oh Richy ! Rkhy ! death hath been unkind 

To take the good, and leave the ill behind. 

Bow down yoar heads, ye hills, weep dry year fpringty 

For on your banks no more the fhepherd fings. 

R IC HT. 

Then he had always good advice to give. 
And could my thoughts, like ai myfelf, conceive. 
When I've been drooping, vex'd, or in the fpleen* 
In one half hour with him I've merry been. 
Had Jenny froward been, or Reynard bold ' 

Worry'd my lamb, dr were my /hoes grown old 5 
Kindly he*d fmile, when he obfervM me grieve* 
And by his talk divine my breaft relieve. " 
Addy did all things to perfection know j 
Saw by the moon how tides wou'debb or flow* 
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i io Rich? and Sand y. 

He kend, what kend he no ? e'en to a hair 55 

He'd tell o'er night gin neift day wad be fair. 
Blind John, ye mind, wha fang in kittle phraie, 
How the ill ip'rit did the firft mifchief raife ; 
Mony a time beneath the auld birk-tree, 
What's bonny in that fang he loot me fee. 60 

The lafTes aft Hang down their rakes and pales, 
And held their tongues, O flrange ! to hear his tales. 

S A N D r. 
Sound be his fleep, and faft his wak'ning be, 
He's in a better cafe than thee or me ; 
He was o'er good for us ; the gods hae ta'en 65 
Their ain but back, — he was a borrowed len ; 
Let us be good, gin virtue be our drift, 
Then may we yet forgether 'boon the lift. 
But fee the fheep are wyfing to the cleugh ; 
Ibomas has loos'd his oufen frae the pleugh ; 70 

Maggy 

EXPLANATION. 

He knew, what knew he not ? e'en to a hair 
He'd tell o'er night if next day would be fair. 
The fam*d blind bard fung in myfterious phraie 
How envious Satan did firft mifchief raife ; 
But oft beneath the well -fp read birchen-tree 
The beauties of that fong he made me fee. 
The laiTes oft flung down their rakes and pails, 
And held their tongues, oh flrange ! to hear his tales. 

SANDY. 
Sound be his fleep, and foft his waking be j 
More happy is he far than thee or me : 
Too good he was for us j the. gods but lent 
Him here below, when hither he was fent. 
Let us be good, if virtue be our aim, 
Then we may meet above the ikies again. 
But fee how tow'rds the glade the fatlings go ; 
Thomas hath ta'en the oxen from the plough ; 
57. Blind John. ) The famous Mr. Milton, the author of the 
excellent poem on Paradife Loft, was blind, 

Joaa 



To Mr. AuanRamsay. hi 

Magpy by this has bewk the fupper-fcones, 
And nucklc kyc Hand rowting on the loans : 
Come, Ricky, let us trufe and hame o'er bend, 
And make die beft of what we canna mend, 

EXPLANATION. 

Joan hath prepared the fupper 'gainft we come, 
And late calf 'd cows ftand lowing near their home : 
Then let*s have done, and to our reft repair, 
And what we cannot help, with patience bear. 



To Mr. Allan Ramsay, on bis 
Richy and Sandy. 

By Mr. Burchet. 

WELL fare thee, Allan* who in mother tongue 
So fweetly hath of breathlefs Addy fung. 
His endlefs fame thy nat'ral genius fir'd, 
And thou haft written as if he infpir'd. 
Ricky and Sandy \ who do him furvive, * 

Long as thy rural ftanza's laft, ihall live. 
The grateful fwains thou'ft made, in tuneful verfe 
Mourn fadly o'er their late — loft patron's hearfe. * 
Nor would the Mantuan bard, if living, blame 
Thy pious zeal, or think thou'ft hurt his fame, 10 
Since Addifon's inimitable lays 
Give him an equal title to the bays. 
When he of armies f«ng, in lofty ftrains, 
It feem'd is if he in the hoftile plains 
Had prefent been. His pen hath to the life, ir 
Trac'd ev'ry action in the fanguine ftrifc. 
In council now fedate the chief appears, 
Then loudly thunders in Bavarian ears ; 

And 
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H2 3* Josi ah Burchet, E/q- 9 

And ftill purfuing the deftni&ive theme, 

He pumes them into the rapid uVcam. io 

Thus beaten out of Blenheim's nei glib' ring fields, 

The Gallic gen'ral to the vi&or yi^-ds, 

Who, as Britannia's Vrpl hath ob'ervM, 

From threatened fate all Europe then preferv'd. 

Nor doft thou, Ram/ay, fightlefs Milton wrong/ 
By ought con tain d in thy melodious fong: 26 

For none but Addy could his thoughts fublime 
So well unriddle, or his myftick rhime. 
And when he deign'd to let bis fancy rove 
Where fun burnt lhepherds to the nymphs make love, 
No one e'er told in fofter notes the tales 
Of rural pleafures in the fpangled vales. 

So much, Oh Allan ! I thy lines revere, 
Such veneration to his mem'ry bear, 
That I no longer could my thanks refrain 35 

For what thou'ft fung of the lamented fwain. 



To Josiah Burchet, Efq\ 

THirfting for fame, at the Pierian fpring 
The poet takes a waught, then feys to fing 
Nature, and with the tentieft view to hit 
Her bonny fide with bauldeft turns of wit. 
Streams fiide in verfe, in verfe the mountains rife, 5 
When earth turns toom he rummages the feies, 
Mounts up beyond them, paints the fields of reft, 
Doups down to vifit ilka laigh-land ghaift. 
O hartfome labonr ! wordy time and pains, 
That, frae the beft, efteem and friendfhip gains. 1 o 

Be 
4 



*to josi ah Burchet, Efq$ 113 

fcfc that my lack, and let the greedy bike 
Stock-job the warld among them as they like. 

, In.blyth braid Scots allow me, fir, to fhaw 
My gratitude, but fleetching or a flaw. 
May rowth o' pleafures light upon ye lang, * 15 1 
'Till to the Weft Biyfian bowers ye gang ; V 

Wha've clapt my head fae brawly for my fang. J 
When honour'd Burchet and his maiks are pleas'd 
With my corn-pipe, up to the ftarns I'm heez'd ; 
Whence far I glowr to the fag-end of time, to 
And view the warld delighted wi* my rhime. 
That when the pride of fprufh new words are laid, 
I like the Ciaffic authors (hall be read. 
Stand yont, proud Czar, I wadna niffer fame 
With thee, for a 1 thy furrs and paughty name. 25 

If fie great ferlles, fir, my mufe can do, 
As fpin a three-plait praife where it is due, 
Frae me there's nane deferves it mair than you. 
Frae me ! frae ilky ane ; for fure a breaft 
6ae gen'rbus is of a' that's good pofieft. 30 

'Till I can ferve ye mair, I'll wifh ye weeil. 
And aft in fparkling claret drink your heal : 
Minding the mem'ry of the great and good 
Sweet Addifon, the wale of human blood, 
Wha fell, (as Horace anes fiud to his Billy) 35 

Nutii Jiebilior auam tibi Virgilu 

SIP, 

fours, &c. 

Al. Ramsay* 

*4. But Aeetchirig.) But ic frc^cntly ufed for without, i. e. 
without Aatt'ruig, 

Vol. I. I Font- 
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Familiar Epiftks between Lieutenant Wil- 
liam Hamilton ana Allan 
Ramsay*. 

EPISTLE I. 

GilB£RTField, June 26th, 1719* 

OFam'd and celebrated Allan ! 
Renowned Ramsay, canty callan, 
There's nowther highjandman nor lawlas. 

In poetrie, 
Bat may as foon ding down TamtaJian 4 

As match wi* thee. 

For ten times ten, and that's a h wider, 
% ha'e been made to gaze and taonder, 
When frae Pamaffus thou didft thunder, 

Wi' wit and Mi-, 
Wherefore 111 foberry knock under, 8 

And quat my quill. 

Of poetry the haU qukteflence 
Thou has fuck'd op, left nae excreJTence 
;To petty poets, or fie meflens, 

The' round thy ftool. 
They may pick crumbs, and lear fome leflbns 1 \ 

At Ram/ay's fchool. 

» » 

Tho' Ben and Dryden of renown 

Were yet alr?e in London town, 

4. TamfaU&n,) An eld fortification upon* the fixthvf Forth 
in Eait Lothain. 
13, Tho' Ben.) The celebrated Ben Jc&nfcn. . 

Like 
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like kings contending for a crown ; 

'Twad be a pingle, 
Whilk o' you three wad gar words found 16 

And beft to 



Transform'd may I be to a rat, 
Wert in my pow'r but I'd create 
Thee upo' fight the laugeat 

Of this our age, 
Since thou ma/ft fairly claim to that 20 

As thyjuft wage, 

Let modern poets bear the blame 
Gin they refpect not Ram/afs name, 
Wha icon can gar them greet for (hame, 

To their great lofij 
And fent them a' right freaking hame 24 

Be weeding crofi. 

Wha boards wi* thee had need be warry, 
And kar wi* (kill thy thruft to parry, 
When thou confuits thy di&ionary 

Of ancient words, 
Which come from thy poetick quarry, 28 

As fliarp as fwords. 

Now tho' I mould baith reel and rottle, 
And be as light as Ariftotle t 
At E^nburgb we fall ha'e a bottle 

Of reaming claret, 

99. Laureat.) 

Scots Ram&y prefs'd bard, and fturdily vaunted, 
He'd fight for the laurel before he would want it : 
But rifit Apollo, and cry'd, Peace there, old (tile, 
If out wit is obfeure to one half of the Ifle. 

£,$#& of Poets. 

I Z Gin 
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Gin that my haff-pay filler (hottle 31 * 

Can fafely ipare it. 

. At crambo then well rack our brain, 
Drown ilk dull care and aiking pain, 
Whilk aften does our fpirits drain 

Of true content j 
Woy, woy ! but we's be wonder fain, 36 

When thus acquaint. 

Wi' wine well gargarize our craig, 
Then enter in a lafting league, 
Free of all aipedfc or intrigue, 

And gin yt>u pdeafe it, 
Like princes- when met at the Hagut, 40 

We'll folemnize it. 

Accept of this an j look upon it 
With favour, tho' poor I have done it ; 
Sae I copclude and end my ioitnet, 

Who am moft fully, 
While I do wear a hat or bonnet, 44 

Yours — wanton 7/7//y. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

BY thorny poftfcript I incline 
To let you ken my hail defign 
Of fie a lang impeifcft line, 

.> Lyes in this fentence, 

32. Haff-pay.) He held his comrpiflion honoOrably tii my' 
Lord Hyndford*! regiment.; 

And may the ftars wha (hint aboon 
With honour notice real merit, 

Be tp my friend aufpiciouy foony • *■ 

And cherHh ay (ae fine a fpirit. 

To 
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To cultivate my dull ingine 48 

*. By your acquaintance. 

Your anfwer therefore I *xpe&, . • 
And to your friend you may direct ; 

At Gilbertfeldy do not neglect : 

When you have leifure, 
.Which I'll embrace with great refpect - 52 

And perfect pleafure. 
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A N ' S WE R I. 

Edinburgh, July ioth, 1719. 

GNSE fa me, witty, wanton Willy 9 
Gin blyth 1 was na as a filly ; 
Not a fow pint, nor fhort bought gilly, 

Or wine that's better, 
Cou'd pleafe fae meikle, my dear Billy 9 4 

As thy kind letter* a 

Before a lord and eik a knight, 
In gofly Don's be candle light, 
There firft I faw't, a*hd ca'd it right, 

And the rnaift feck 
Wha's feen't fmfyne, they ca'd as tight 8 

As that on Hick. . 

Ha, heh ! thought I, I canna fay 
But I may cock my nofe the day, 
When Hamilton the baukland gay 

Lends me a heezy. 

51. Gilbcrtficld.) Nigh Olafgow. 

I 3 In 
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IlB FaMILIA* EptiTLXS; 

In Tcrfe that Aides Jae finooth away, te. 

Well teffd and eaiy. 

Sae roos'dby ane of well kend mettle, 
Nae fina did my ambition pettier 
My canketfd criticks it wfll nettle. 

And e'en faebe't: 
Thi$ month Fm fore I wfana fettle, %6r 

Sae proud Pm wi'u 

wiien i licguud firft to con Ycne, 
And cou'd your Ardry Whins rehearfe, 
Where Bonny \leck ran faft and fierce, 

It warm'd my breaft ; 
Then emulation did me pierce, 20 

Whilk fince ne^ler cealU 

May I be licket wi' a bittle, 
Gin of your numbers I think little ; * . 

Yc're never rugget, than, nor kittle, 

But Myth and gabby. 
And hie the ipirit to a tittle, 24 

Of ftandart Hob By. 

Yell quat your quill ! that were ill-willy, 
Ye's fing fome mair yet, nill ye will ye, 
O'er meikle haining wad but fjpiil ye, 

And gar ye four, 
Then up and war them a' yet, Witty % 28 

Ti8 in your power. 

18. Ardry Whins.) The lift words of Bonny Heck, of which 
h* wa» author. 

24 Standart Habby.) The elegy on Habby Simpfon, piper 
of Kilbarchan, a fi niuYd piece of its' Jtldd^ 

To 



pAMIMA* EjPI*VX£fc" lt§ 

To knit up dollers in a clout, . . 
' And then to eard them round about. 
Syne to te^ up, they do wna lout 

To lift the gear ; 
The malifon lights oq that rout, 33 

Is plain and clear. 

•• 

The chieU of London, JEam, and Osr, 
Ha'e raisM up ^reat poetick flocks 
Of Rapes, of Buckets, Saris and Loth, . . 

While we negle& 
To (haw their betters. This provokes 36 

Metorefleft 

On the lear'd days of Gown Dvnbll; . 
Our country then a tale cou'd tell, 
Europe had nae mair fnack and fnefl 

At verfe or profe ; 
Our kings were poets too themfell, . . 40 

Bauld andjocofe. 

To Edinburgh, fir, when e'er ye come, 
Fll wait upon ye, there's my thumb, 
Were't frae the gill-bells to the drum, 

And take a bout, 
And faith I hope we'll no fit dumb, 44 

Nor yet caft out. 

37. Gawn Donkell.) Gawn Douglafs, brother to the earl of 
Angus, bUhop of Dnnkell, who, befides feveral original poems, 
hath left a mod excellent translation of Virgil's iEneis. 

40. Our«kings.) James the firft and fifth. 

43. Frae the gill-bells.) From half an hour before twelve 
at noon, when the mufick-bells begin to play, frequently 
called the gill-bells, from peoples taking a wheting dram at 
that time 5 to the drum, ten a-clock at night, when the 
drum goes round to warn fober folks to call for a bill. 

I 4 E P J- 



%20 Familiar Epistles* 
EPISTLE II. 

GlLBEftTFIELD, Jufy 24th, 1719* 

Dear Ramsay, 

WH £ N I receivM thy kind epiffle, 
It made me dance, and fing, and whittle ; 
O fie a fyke, and fie a fifUe 

I had about k ! 
That e'er was knight of the Scott thiftle 4 

Sae fain, I doubted. 

The bonny lines therein thou fent me, 
How to the Nines they did content me; 
Tho', fir, foe high to compliment me, 

Ye might defer'd; 
For had ye but haff well a kent me, ' ft 

Some lefs wad (er'd. 

With joyfou heart beyond expreffion, 
They're faiely now in my pofieffion : 
O gin I were a winter- feifion 

Near by thy lodging, 
I'd clofs attend thy new profeffion, I z 

Without e'er budging. 

In even down earned, there's but few 
To vie with Raw/ay dare avow, 
In verfe, for to gi'e thee thy due, 

And without fleetching, 

, 4. Knight of the Spots thiftle.) The anticnt and moft noble 
order of knighthood, erected by king Achaius. The ordinary 
enfign wirri by the knights of the order, was a green ribband; 
to which was appended a thiftle of gold crown'd with an im- 
perial crown, within a circle of gold, with this motto, 
• Ncnw me impuat lacefTet,* 

Thou's 
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' Thou's better at that trade, I trow, x6 

Than fome's at preaching. 

For my part, 'till I*m better learr, 
To troke with thee I'd belt forbear't ; 
For an 9 the fouk of Edinburgh heart, 

Tfeey'U ca' me daft, 
I'm unco* irie and dirt-feart 20 

I make wrang waft. 

Thy verfes nice as eyer nicker 
Made me as canty as a cricket j 
I ergh to reply, left I ftick it, 

Syne like a coof 
I look, or ane whole poutch is picket z± 

As hare's my. loof. 

If eh winfom ! how thy (aft fvveet ftile, 
And fyumy auld words gar me fmile ; 
Thou's traveli'd Cure mony a mile 

Wi' charge and coft. 
To learn them thus keep rank and file, 28 

And ken their poft. • 

For I maun tell thee, honeft Mlie, 
I ufe the freedom 4b to call thee, 
I think them a* fae brae and walie, 

And in fie order, 
I wad nae care to be thy vallie, 32 

Or thy recorder. 

Has thou with Roficrucians wander t ? 
Or thro' fome doncie defart dandert ? 

1 6, Than fome's at preaching.) This compliment is entire* 
ly free of the fulfome hyperbole. 

33. Roficrucians.) A people deeply learned in the occult 
fciences, who conyerfed with aerial beings. Gentlemanlike 
kind of necromancers, or fo> 

That 
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« 

That with thy magkk, town and landart, 

For ought I fee, 

Maun a* come truckle to thy Jiandart 36 

Ofpoetrie. 

Do not miftake roc, deareft heart, 
As if 1 charg'd thee with black art ; 
*Tis thy good genius ftill alert, 

That does inipire 
Thee with ilk thing that's quick and fraart, 40 

To thy defire. 

E'n many a bonny knacky tale. 
Brae to fet o'er a pint of ale : 
For fifty guineas Til find bail, 

Againft a bodle, 
That I wad quat ilk day a mail, 44 

For fie a nodle. 

And on condition I were as .gabby. 
As either thee, or honeft ffab&y, ■" ' 
That I lin'd a' thy claes wi' tabby, 

Or velvet pluih* 
And then thou'd be ike for frae fhabby, 48 

Thou'd look right fprufh. 

What tho' young empty airy fparks 
"May have their critical remarks 
On thir my blyth diverting warks ; 

'Tis fma prefumpfion 
To fay they're but unlearned clarks, 52 

And want the gumption. 

Let coxcomb critkks get a tether 
To ty up a' their lang loofe lether ; 
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If they and ( chance to together, 

The tane may rue it. 
For an' they wuihahad their blether, 56 

The/s get a fle wet. 

To learn them for to peep and pry 
In fecret drolls 'twixt thee and I ; 
Pray dip thy pen in wrath* and cry, . . 

Andca' them fkeUums* 
I'm fore thou needs fet little by 6a 

To bide their bellams. 



Wi' writing I'm fee bleirt tad 
That when I raifc in troth I doited ; 
I thought I ihou'd turn capernoited, 

For tf a gird, 
Upon my bum I fairly doited 64 

On the caU eanL 

Which did oblige a little dumple 
Upon my doup, clofe by my rumple i 
But had ye feen how' I did trumple, 

Ye'd fplit your fide, 
Wi' mony a long and weary wimple, • 69 

Like trough of Clyde* 



mm 



ANSWER II. 

Edinburgh, Avguft 4th, 1719V 

DEAR Hamilton, ye'll turn me dyver, 
My mufe fae bonny ye deicriye her, 
Ye blaw her fae, I'm fear'd ye rive her, 

For wi* a whid, 
Gin ony higher up ye drive her, 4 

Shell xin red- wood. 

4« Rin red-wood,) Riu&dttftra&aU 

Said 
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Said I, * WWb, quoth the foagy jade, 

* Htlliawtt a wife judicious lad. 

' Has bavins mair than e'er ye had, 

* Ill-bred bog-ftaker; 

* Bat ice ye ne'er (ae erode hadcraVd, 8 

' Ye poor fcull-thacker, 

* It fete ye well indeed to gadge ! 

* E'er I ^ ^f/tf/& did ye cadge, 

' And got ye on his honour's badge, 

* Ungratefba beaft, 
€ A Glafgov? capon and a fadge i z 

* Ye thought a feaft. 

4 Swith to Cmftabnf fountain-brink, 
« Dad down a gronf, and take a drink, 
4 Syne whaflt out paper, pen and ink, 

' And do my bidding ; 

* Be thankfou, tlfe Ffe gar ye (tink, i$ 

4 Yet on a midding.' 

My miftrefs dear, your fervant humble, 
Said J, I Jhou'd be kith to drumblc 

■ 7. IlUbrcdbogrilaker, butme,&c) The mufc not unrea* 
fonably angry, puts me here in mind of the favours /he has 
done, by bringing me fxom (talking over bogs or wild marines, 
to lift my head a little bri/ker amrng the polite world, which 
could never have been acquired by the low movements of a 
Dieehanick. Scull- thacker, i. e. thatcher of (bulls. 

g. Itftts ye well indeed to gadge.) Ironically die fays, it 
becomes meunighty well to talk haughtily and affront my be- 
nefaelrer% by. aliedging £0 meanly, that it were pofiibie to 
praife her out of her (oddity. 

. i%. A Glafgow capon, &c.) A Herring. A Fadge, a coarfe 
itind of leaven'd breach ufed by the common people* • 
' 14. Dad down a grouf.) Fail fiat on your belly. 

Ywr 
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Your paffions, pr e'er gar ye grumble, 
• * Tis ne'er be im 

Snail fcandalize, or fey ye bummil 20 

Ye'r poetrie. 

Frae what I've telfil, my friend may learn 
How fadly I ha'e been forfakn, 
I'd better been a yont fide Kairn- 

amounty I trow ; 
I've kiis'd the taz like a good bairn, - 24 

Now, fir, to ycu. 

Heal be yonr heart, gay conchy carle, 
Lang may ye help to toom a barrel ; 
Be thy crown ay unclowr'd in quarrel. 

When thou inclines 
To knoit thrawn gabbed famphs that fnarl 2$ 

At our frank lines. 

Ilk good chiel fays, Ye're well worth gowd, 
And blythnefs on ye's well beftow'd, 
'Mang witty Scots ye'r name's be row'd, 

Ke'r fame to tine ; 
The crooked clinkers fhall be cow'd, 3,2 

But ye (hall fhine. 

Set out the burnt fide of your fhin, 
For pride in poets is nae fin, 

23. Kaira-amount.) A noted hill in the ndrth of Scotland. 

24. I've kifs'd the taz.) Kiis'd the rod, own'd my fault like 
* good child. ' 

32. The crooked clinkers, &c*) The frribbling rh inter?, 
with their lame verification. Shall be cow'd, i.e. {horn off. 

33. Set out the burnt fide of your ih in.) As if one wouii 
fay, Waik ftaiely with your toes out - y an expwfiion ufed when 

-wf vould bid a perfon (merrily) look briflt. 

Glory's 
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Glory's the prize for which they rim, 

And Fame's their jo ; 
And wha hlaws bell die bom Jhafi mm : 36 

And wharefbre no ? 

f$mfym$ <a*tah*t mt vam glorious, 
Shaw fcanter Hull, than »»«&/ sww, 
Afr/r/ tf «u£*s men before us 

Did ftamp and fwagger, 
Prtlatum eft, cxmfhm Horace • 40 

Was a banld bragger. 

Then let the doofarts fafh'd w? fpleen, 
Caft op the wrang fide of their een, 
Pegh, fry and giro wi' fpite and teen, 

And fa a flyting, 
Laugh, for the lively lads will foreen 44. 

Us frae back-biting. 

If that die gypfies dinna fpong us, 
And foreign whifkers ha'e na dang us ; 
Gin I can (hifter thro' mundungus, 

Wi' boots and belt on, 
I hope to fee you at St. Mango's 48 

Atween and Beltan. 



EPISTLE III. 

GlLBERTFIELD, Augufl 24th, 1719$ 

ACCEPT my third and lafteffay 
Of rural rhyme, I humbly pray, 

48. St. Mango's.) The high church of Gbfgow. 

Bright 
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Bright Ram/ay, and altho* it may 

Seem doilt and donfie, 
Yet thrice of all tilings, I heard fay 4, 

Was ay thought fonfie. 

Wharefore I icarce coa'd fleep or (lumber, 
Till I made up that happy number,. 
The pleafure counterpoised the cumber, 

In e^ry part, 
And fnoov'taway like three hand ombcr, 9 

Sixpence a cart* 

Of thy Iaft poem, bearing date 
Auguft the fourth, 1 grant receipt; 
It was (he bra, gart me look blate, 

*Maift tyne my fenfesv 
And look jufl like poor country Katt uc 

in Lucky Sfence\. 

I fhaw'd it to our parifh-prieft, 
Wha was as bJyth as gi'm a feaft ; 
He fays, thou may had up thy creeft, 

And crawfu' crou/e r 
The poets a' to thee's but jeft, 1 6» 

Not worth afouce* 

Thy blytli and choerfu* merry mufe, 
Of compliments is fae profule-; 
For my good havins dis me rooie 

Sae very finery 
It were ill-breeding to refufe 20? 

To thank her kindly,. 

8. Snoov't away.) WhirlM fmoothly round. Snoovingal-- 
"ways exprefles the adiofl of a top or fpindle, &c. 

1 3. Country Kate.) Vide Lucky Spence's elegy, line 51. 

3 What 
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What tho* fometimes in angry mood. 
When (he puts on her barlick-nood, 
Her dialed feem. rough and rude; 

Let's ne'er be flee't, 
But take her bit when it is good, 24 

And buffet wi't. 

For gin we ettle anes to taunt her* 
And dinna cawmly thole her banter, 
She'll take the flings ; verfe may grow Icanter* 

Syne wi' great fhame 
We'll rue the day that we do want her, 28 

Then wha's to blame ? 

But let us flill herkiridnefsculzle, 
And wi* her never breed atoulzie, 
F*br we'll bring aff but little fpulzie, 

In fie a barter ; 
And fhe*U be fair to gar us fulzie, 3 2 

And cry for quarter. 

Sae little worth's my rhyming ware; 
My pack I fcarce dare apen mair, 
'Till I take better wi* the lair, 

My pen's ht blunted ; 
And a' for fear I file the fair, 36 

And be affronted* 

« 

The dull draff-drink makes me fae dowfr} 
A' I can do's but bark and yowff ; 

S7. She'll take the flingf.) Turn fulleri, reftire, and kick; 

36. For fear I file the fair.) This phrafe is ufed when one 
attempts to do what's handfome, and is affronted by not doing 
it right,— -not a reafonable fear in bim. 

37. Dull draff-drink.) Heavy rnatt-liquoY, 

Yet 
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Yet fet me in a claret howf, 

W? fowk that's chancy. 
My mule may len me then a gowff a 

To clear my fancy. 

Then Bacc&us like I'd bawl and blufter, 
And a' the mules 'bout me mutter; 
Sae merrily I'd fqueeze the clutter, 

And drink the grape, 
Twad gi' my verfe a brighter Iuftre, 44. 

And better fhape. 

The powers aboon be Hill aufpicious 
To thy atchievements maift delicious, 
Thy poems fweet and nae way vicious, 

But blyth and kanny ; 
To fee, Fm anxious and ambitious, 48 

Thy mucellany. 

A* bleffings., Ram fay, on thee row, ' 
Lang may thou live, and thrive, and dow, 
Until thou claw an auld man's pow ; 

And thro' thy creed, 
Be keeped frae the wirricow cz 

After thou's dead. 



A N S WE R III. 

Edinburgh, September id, 1719. 
My trufty Trojan, 

THY lajft oration orthodox, 
Thy innocent auld farren jokes, 

49. A' bleffings, &c.) All this verfe is a fuccina clufter of 
kindwifhes, elegantly exprefsM, with a friendly fpirit, to 
which I take the liberty to add Amen. 

Vol. I. K And 
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And fonfic law of three provoke* 

Me anes agsin, 

Tpd lowrie Hke, to loofc my pocks, 4 

And pump my brain. 

By a' your letters I ha'e ted, 
I eithly lean the man well-bred, 
And fogcr that where honour ted, . 

Has ventur'd bauld * 

Wha* now to yoiwgftw leaves the yed * 

To 'tend his fald. 

That bang'fter Wily Ca/ar July* 
Wha at Pbarfalia wan the. tooly, 
Had better fped, had hft nuir hooly 

Scamper'd thro' life, 

And 'midft his dories iheath'd his gooly, i * 

* And kift'd his wife. 



Had he, like yon, as well he cou'd, 
Upon burn hank* the roufes woo'd, 
RetirM betimes firae. 'raang the crowd, 

Wha'd been aboon him f 

The fenate's durks. and &£ion load, ^ 

Had ne'er undone him. 

Y^fcffl£iim^lcaYfctiferiggiajadhQg^ 
Your howms, and braes, and fhady fcrog, 
And helm-a-lee the claret cog,' 

To> clear your wit: 

Be. Myth, and let the warld e'en fhog, 20 

As it thinks 6*. 

4. Tod lowrie like.) Like Reynard the fo», to bettke *y- 
felf to fome more of nay wiles. , 

8. Leaves the yed to 'tend his fold.) Leaves the martial 
^i*ti?titi<*rt,aiKi retires to a country life. 
» '$*» AswelihfeCQtt'd ) "TU well known he could write* 
well as fight. 

Ne'er 
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Ne'er fafh about your neift year's ftate. 
Nor with fuperior powers debate, 
Nor cantrapcs caft to ken your fate ; 

There's ills anew 
To cram our days, which foon grow late ; 24. 

Let's live' juft notf. 

When northern Hails the ocean fourl, 
And gars the heights and hows look gurl, 
Then left about the bumper whirl, 

And toom the horn, 
Grip fad the hours which hafty hurl, 2$ 

The mom's the morn. 

Thus to Ltucanot fang fweet Flaecus, 
Wha nane e'er thought a GiUygapus : 
And why mould we let whimfies bawk us, 

When joy's in feafon, 
And thole fae aft the fpleen to whauk us 32 

Outofourreaienf 

a 

Tho* I were laird of tenftore acres, 
Nodding to jouks of hallenfliakers, 
Yet crufrd w? humdrums, which the weaker's 

Contentment rums, 
Fd rather rooft wi 1 canfey-rakers, 36 

A nd asp cauldlbwens. 

I think, my friend, an fowk can get 
A doll of rod beef pypin het, 

%j. Toom the horn.) *Tis frequent in the country to drink 
beer out of horn-cups, made in ihape of a water-glafs, 
29. ThustoLeuconoe.) VideBtookl. 11. Ode of Horace. 
34. Hallenftakers.) A hallen is a fence (built of ft one, turf, 
- or a- moveable flake of Heather) at the fides of the door in 
J country places, to defend them from the wind. The trem- 
bling attendant about a forgetful great man's gate or Ictfee, fa 
allcxprefi'dui the term Hallenftaker. 

K 2 And 
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And wi* red wine their wyfon wet, 

And deathing clean, 
And be nae fick, or drown'd in debt, 40 

They're no to mean. 

'• I red this verfe to my am kimmer, 
Wha kens I like a leg of gimmer, 
Or fie and fie good belly- rim mer ; 

Quoth ftie, and leugh, 
* Sicker of thae winter and fimmer, 44 

* Ye're well eneugh.* 

My hearty gofs, there is nae help, 
But 1i and to nive we twa maun (kelp 
Up Rhitu and Thames, and o'er the Jlp- 

fines and Pyrsnians. 
The chearfou carles do fee yelp 48 

To ha'e 's their minions. 

Thy raffan rural rhyme fae rare, 
Sic wordy, wanton, hand-wail'd ware, 
Sae gafh and gay, gars fowk gae gare 

To ha'e them by them ; 
Tho 1 gaffin they wi' fides fae fair, 5 2 

Cry, * Wae gae by him I* 

Fair fa that foger did invent 
To eafe the poets toil wi 9 print : 
Now, William f wi' maun to the bent, 

And poufs our fortune, 

51. Gars fowk gae gare.) Make people very earneft. 

52. Wi* fides fae (air, cry, « Wae gae by him !*) *Tis ufual 
for many, after a full laugh, to complain of fore fides, and to 
leftowa kindly curfeon the author of the jeft. . But the folks 
of more tender consciences have turned their expletives to 
friendly wiflics, fuch as this 5 or, Sonfe fa' ye, and the like. 

And 
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-And crack wi' lads wha're well content , 56 

Wi* this our {porting* 

Gin ony fbur-mou'd girning bucky 
Ca' me conceity keckling chucky, 
That we like nags whafe necks are yucky, 

Ha'e us'd our teeth ; 
Til anfwer fine, — Gae kifs ye'r Lucky, 60 

She dwells i' Leitb. 

I ne'er wi' lang tales fafh my head, 
But when I fpeak, I fpeak indeed : 
Wha ca's me droll, but ony feed. 

1 1*11 own I am fae, 
And while my champers can chew bread, 

Yours — Allan Ramsay. 



An Epijile to Lieutenant H a m i l t o n, on the 
receiving the compliment of a barrel of Loch- 
fin herrings from him. 

YOUR herrings, fir, came hale and feer, 
In healfome brine a' foumin, 
Fu' fat they are and gully gear, 
As e'er I laid my thumb on : 

Bra fappy fiih 5 

As ane cou'd wifh 
To clap on fadge or fcon ; 

They reliih fine 
Good claret wine, 
That gars our cares ftand yon. 10 

60. Gae kifs ye'r Lucky, &c.) Is a cant phrafe, from what 
rife I know not ; but 'tis madenfe of when one thinks it not 
worth while to give a direct anfwer, or think themfehret 
fooliflily accufed. 

1. Hale and fecr.) WhoL;, without the leaft fanlt or want. 

K 3 Right 
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Right mony gabs wi' them (hall gang 
. About Jhud Retkf* ingle, 
When kedgy carles think na« lang, 
Where ftoups and crunchers gingle ; 

Then my friend leal* 15 

We tofs ye'r heal, 
And with bauld brag advance, 

What's hoorded in 

Lochs Broom and Fin 
Might ding th* ftocks c£ Franc*. 20 

A jelly fum to carry on 
A fiflier/s defign'd, 
Twa million good otfterUng pounds 
By men of money's fign'd. 

Had ye but feen Z£ 

How unko keen 
$H& thrang they were about it, 

That we are bauld, 

Right rich and ajd- 
Farran ye ne'er wad doubted. 30 

Now, now I hope we'll ding the Dutch, 

As fine as a round Robin 9 
Gin greedinefs to grow foon rich 
Invites not to Hock-jobbing : 

That poor bofs (hade j£ 

Of finking trade, 
And weather-glafs politick, 

Which heaves and fets, 

As publkk gets 
A neezy, or a wee kick. 40 

19. Broom and Eia.) Two lecfes en the weftera feas, 
•where -plenty «f herrings are taken, 

22. A fifliery.) The royal fifliery j foc9d(s to which i* the 
Mdih and hop* okereiy good man. 

Fy> 
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Fy 9 fy I but yet I hope 'tis daft '* 

To fear t^at trick COme hither, 
Na, we're aboon that dirty craft 
Of biting ane ani&er. 

The fubjea rich 45 

Will gi' a hitch 
T* increafe the publick gear, 

When on our feas, 
: , Like bfly bees, 

Ten thousand fiihersiteer. 50 

Could we catch the United (hoals 
That crowd tne weftern ocean, 

The Indies wad prove hungry holes, 
ComparM to this our Gofben : 

TTheple^.towark jj 

With net and bark, 

Them fifh and faithfd' cure up ; 

Gin fee we* join, 
We'll cleek in coin 

Frae a' the ports of Europe* 60 

Thanks f ye, Captain, for this fwatch 

'Of our (lore, and your favour ; 
Gin I be fpar'd, your love to match 
Shall Hill be my endeavour. 

Next unto you, 6j 

My fervice due 
Pleafe gi* to Matthew Cumin, 

Wha wither heart 
tip pfay'd his part, 
And fent thetn true and trim in. 70 

{>7, Matthew Cumi^J Merchant in Glalgow> ana one of 
ibela^einagiiuatesoftEat'dt^.' , 

K4 Path 
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P a t i e and Roger: A Paftoral, /V- 
fcribed foJosiAH Burchet, Efq^ 
Secretary of the Admiralty. 

TH £ nipping frofts and driving fna 
Are o're the bills and far awa ; 
Banld Boreas fleeps, the Zephyrs blaw, 

And ilka thing 
Sae dainty, youtbfou, gay and bra' a 

Invites to fing. 

Then let's begin by creek of day, 
Kind mufe {kifF to the bent away, 
To try anes mair the landart lay, 

With a' thy fpeed, 
Since Burchet awns that you can play 8 

Upon the reed, 

Anes, anes again beneath fome tree 
Exert thy fkill and nat'ral glee, 
To him -wha has fae courteoufly, 

To weaker fight, 
Set thefe rude fonnets fung by me ^2 

In trueft light. 

In trueft light may a* that's fine 
In his fair character ftill fhine, 
Sma' need he has of fangs like mine, 

To beet his name j 
For frae die north to fouthern line, 1 6 

Wide gangs his fame. 

ii. To weaker fight, fet thefe, &c.) . Having done me the 
honour of turning fome of my pafioral poems into ErigliAt 
j*ft]y aad elegantly. 

His 
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His fame, which ever (hall abide, 
"While hift'ries tell of tyrants pride, 
"Wha vainly ftrave upon the tide 

T' invade thefe lands 
"Where Britain's royal fleet doth ride, 20 

Which ftill commands. 

Thefe doughty actions frae his pen, 
Our age, and thefe to come, (hall ken, 
.How ltubborn natives did contend 

Upon the waves, 
How free-born Britons faught like men, 24 

Their faes like (laves. • 

Sae far inferibing, fir, to you, 
This country fang my fancy flew, 
Keen your juft merit to purfue ; 

But ah! I fear, 
In giving praifes that are due, 28 

I grate your car. 

Yet tent a poet's zealous pray'r ; 
May powers aboon with kindly care, 
Grant you a lang and muckle fkair 

Of a* that's good, 
Till unto langeft life and mair 3 2 

You've healthfu' flood. 

May never care your bleffings fovv'r, 
And may the mufes ilka hour 
Improve your mind, and haunt your bower : 

I'm but a callan : 
Yet may I pleafe you, while I'm your 36 

Devoted Allan. 

si. Frae his pen.) His valuable naval hiftory. 

Patie 



( i3« ) 

PAtiE and Roger. 

BENEATH the fomh fide of a craigy bield. 
Where a clear fpring did heallbroe water yield, 
Twa youthfou fhepherds on the gowans lay, 
Tenting their flocks ae bonny morn of May : 
Poor Roger gfan'd 'till hollow echoes rang, £ 

While merry Patie humm'd himfel a fang : 
Then turning to his friend in blythfome mood, 
Quoth he, How does this funfhine cheer my blood ? 
How heartfome is't to fee the ufing plants ? 
To hear the birds chirm o'er their morning rants ? 
How tofie is't to fnuff the cauUer air, 1 1 

And a' the fweets it bears, when void of care ? 
What ails thee, Roger , then ? what gars thee grane ? 
Tell me the caufe of thy ill-feafon'd pain. 

ROGER. 

Fm born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate ! 15 

I'm born to ftrive with hardmrps dire and great; 
Tern pells may ceafe to jaw the rowan flood. 
Corbies and tods to grein for lambkins blood : 
But I oppreft with never-ending grief, 
Maun ay delpair of lighting on relief. 20 

PATIE. 

The bees ffcall loath the flower and quit the hive, 
The faughs on boggy ground fhall ceafe to thrive, 
E'er fcornfbn qoeans, orlofs of warldly gear, 
Shall ipill my reft, or ever force a tear. 

4, Poor Roger.) Yet the richeft ihephcrd in his ftorcs, bat 
difconfolate, whom 

6. Merry Patie.) Ad>carfolilwphejd'p/W?wcakbcndla- 
vour8 to comfort, 

ROGER. 
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ROGER. 

Sae might I fay ; but it's nae eary done a 5 

By ane wna's faal is fadly out o' tune : 
You have fee fafc a voice, and Aid a tongue. 
You are the darling of baith auld and young* 
If I but ettle at a fang, or (beak, 
They dit their lugs, fyn up their Ieglens cleek, 30 
And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, 
While I'm confus'd with mony a vexing thought : 
Yet I am tall, and as well fliap'd as thee, 
Nor mair unlikely to a laffie's eye ; . 
For ilka fheep ye have, I'll number ten, 35 

And fhould, as aae might think, come farer ben. 

PATIE. 

But ablins, nibour, ye have not a heart, 
Nor downa eithly wi' your cunzie part : 
If that be true, what iignifies your gear ? 
A mind that's fcrimpit never wants feme care. 40 

ROGER. 

My byar tumbled, nine braw n6wt were fmoor'd, 
Three elf-Aot were, yet I ihcCe ills endur'd. 
In winter lad nay cam were very fma, 
Tho' {cores of wedders periuYd in the fna. 

P AT 1 E. 

Were your bein rooms as thinly ftock'd as mine, 
Lefs you wad lofs, and Iefs you wad repine : 
He wha has juft enough can foundly deep, 
The o'ercome only faflles fowk to keep. 

42. Elf- ft at.) Bewitch'd, (hot by fairies : country people 
tell odd talet of this diftemper arnongft cows. WbencH"-£hot, 
the cow falls down fuddenly dead, no part of thflikin is pierced, 
but often a little triangular flat ftooe it found near the beaft* 
at they report, which is called the elf's arrow, 

ROGER. 
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ROGER. 

May plenty flow upon thee for a crofs, 
That thou may'ft thole the pangs' of frequent lofs ; • 

may 'ft thou dote on fome fair paughty wench, 5 x 
Wha ne'er will lout thy lowan drouth to quench, 
'Till, birs'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool, 
And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool. 

P A T I E. 

Sax good fat lambs, I fald them ilka cloot 55 
At the Weft-Port, and bought a winfome flute, 
Of plumb-tree made, with iv'ry virles round, 
A dainty whittle wi' a pleafant found ; 
I'll be mair canty wi't, and ne'er cry dool, 
Than you with a' your gear, ye dowie fool. 60 

ROGER. 

Nr., Patfe, na, I'm nae fie churl im beaft, 
Some ither things ly heavier at my bread ; 

1 dream'd a dreery dream this hinder night, 
That gars my flefh a' creep yet wi* the fright 

P A T I E. 

Now to your friend how filly's this pretence, 65 
To ane wha you and a* your fecrets kens : 
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide • 
Your weli-feen love, and dorty Jenny's pride. 
Take courage, Roger , roe your forrows tell, 
And fafely think nane kens them but your fell. 70 

ROGER. 

O Patie> ye have gueft indeed o'er true, 
And there is naething I'll keep up frae you ; 

56. Weft-Port.) The flieep-market- place of Edinburgh. 
64. Fleft a' creep.) A pbrafe which exprefies jhuddering. 
72. Keep up.) Hide or retain. 

Me" 
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Me dorty Jenny looks upon a/quint, 

To fpeak but 'till her I dare hardly mint ; 

In ilka place me jeers me air and late, 7* 

And gars me look bumbas'd and unco' blate ; 

But yeiterday 1 met her yont a know, 

She fled as frae a fhellycoat or kow : 

She Bauldy loo's, Baulay that drives the car,- 

But geeks at me, and fays I fmell o' tar. 80 

P AT I E. 

But Bauldy loo's nae her right well I wat, 
He fighs for Neps : — Sae that may ftand for that. 

ROGER. 

I wifh I cou'd na loo her, but in vain, 

I ftill maun dote and thole her proud difdain. 

My Bauty is a cur I dearly like, 85 

'Till he youl'd fair, (he (Irak the poor dumb tyke : 

If 1 had fill d a nook within her breaft, 

She wad ha'e fhawn mair kindnefs to my beait. 

When J begin to tune my flock and horn, 

With a' her face (he maws a cauldrife fcorn : 90 

Laft time I play'd, ye never faw fie fpite, 

O'er Bogie was the fpring, and her delyte, 

Yet tauntingly fhe at her nibour fpeer'd 

Gin (he cou'd tell what tune I play'd, and fneer'd. 

Flocks wander where ye like, 1 dinnacare; 95 

I'll break my reed, and never whittle mair. 

78. Shellycoat.) One of thofe frightful fpeftres the igno- 
rant people are terrified at, and tell us Arrange {lories of; that 
they are cloathed with a coat of /hells, and make a horrid 
rattJinfc j that they'll be fure to deftroy one, if he gets not a 
running water between him and it : it dares not meddle with 
a woman with child, &c. 

89. Stock and horn.) A reed or whittle, with a horn fix'd 
to it by the fraaller end. 

P AT I E. 
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P AT IE. 

E'en do fae, Roger, wha can help mifluck, 
Saebeins ihe be fie a thrawn-gabet chuck ; 
Yonder's a craig, fince ye have tint a* hope, 
Gae till't ye'r ways, and take the lover's loup. loo 

ROGER. 

I need na make fie fpeed my blood to (pill, 
I'll warrand death come foon eneugh a will. 

P JT IE. 

Daft gowk ! leave affthat filly whindging way, 
Seem carelefs, there's my hand ye'll win the day. 
Lad morning I was unco' airly oat, 105 

Upon a dyke I lean'd and glowr'd about J 
1 few my Meg come linkan o'er the lee, 
I faw my Meg > but Meggie few nae me : 
For yet the fan was wading throw the mill, 
And ihe was clofs upon me e'er fhe wiffc. no 

Her coats were kilttt, anddklfweetfyfliaw 
Her ftraight bare legs, which whiter were than fhaw: 
Her cokemoftY mooded op fon ileek, 
Her haffet locks hung waving on her cheek : 
Her cheek fae ruddy ! and her een fae clear ! 1 id 
And O \ her month's likeony hinny pear. 
Neat, neat ihe was in buftin waftecoat clean, 
As ihe came fitiffing o'er the dewy green : 
Blythfome 1 cry'd, My bonny Meg come here, 
I fairly wherefore ye're fae foon a ileer : 1 20 

But now I guefs ye'er gawn to gather dew. 
She feourtl awa, and feki What's that to you ? 
Then fare ye well, Meg Dorts % and e'eVs ye like*, 
I carelefs cry'd, and lap in o'er the dyke. 

J2o. Soon afteer.) Soon ftirring, or op 4 

5 I 
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I trow, when that (he faw, within a crack 1 25 

With a right thieyelefs errand (lie came back ; 
Mifcau'd me firft, — then bade me hound my dog 
To weer up three waffews were on the bog. 
I leugh, and fae did ftie, then wi* great hafte 
I clafp'd my arms about her neck and wafte ; 130 
About her yielding wafte, and took a fouth 
Of fweeteft ktfles frae her glowan mouth : 
While hprd and fz& I held her in my grips. 
My very faul came louping to my lips. 
Sair, fair fhe rlete w' me 'tween ilka fmak, 1 35 

But well I kend fhe mean'd na as fhe fpak. 
Dear Roger, when your Jo puts on her gloom, 
Do ye fa'e too, and never faih your thumb : 
Seem to forfake her, foon (he'll change her mood ; 
Gae woo anither, and (hell gang clean wood. 14a 

ROGER. 
Kind Patie. now fair faw your honeft heart, 
Ye're ay fae kedgie, and ha'e fie an art 
To hearten an6 :~ — fcr now as dean's a leek 
YeVe cheriftn me fince ye began to fpeak : 
Sae. for your pains I'll rnajcq you a propine, 145 
My mither, honeft wife, has made it fine ; 
A tartan plaid, fpun of good hauflock woo, 
Scarlet and green the (ets, the borders blue, 
With fpraingsiike gou'd and filler, cro&'d wi* black, 
I never had it yet upon my back. 150 

Well aie ye wordy o't, wha ha'e fae kind 
Redd up my ravei'd doubts, and ctear'd my mind. 

138. Never fafhypur thumb.) Be not the leaft vex'd, be eafy, 

143. Clean's a leek) Perfectly clever and right. 

147, Hauflock woo.) A fine wool which is puli'd off the 
. necks of fheep before the knife be put in, this being To much 
gain'd without fpojling the fale of the {kin, is gathered for 
i'uch an ufc, 

152. Redd up.) Is a metaphorical phrafe from the putting 
in order, or winding up yarn that has been ravel'd. 

P AT IE. 
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P AT I E. 

Well, had ye there, and fince ye've frankly made 
A prefenc to me of your bra new plaid, 
My flute's be yours, and (he too that's fae nice, 155 
Shall come a will, if you'll take my advice. 

ROGER. 
As ye advife, I'll promife to obferv't, 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beft deferv't ; 
Now take it out, and gi'es a bonny fpring, 
For I'm in tift to hear you play or fing. 160 

p a r 1 e. 

But fir ft we'll take a turn up to the hight, 
And fee gin a' our flocks be feeding right : 
Be that time bannocks and a fhave of cheefe 
Will make a breakfaft that a laird might pleafe ; 
Might pleafe our laird, gin he were but fae wife 165 
To fcafon meat wi' health inftead of fpice : 
When we ha'e ta'en the grace-drink at this well, 
I'll whittle fine, and fing t'ye like my fell. 

Edinburgh'* Salutation to the mojl Honourable 
my Lord Marquefs of Carnarvon. 

WElcome, my lord, heav'n be your guide, 
And furder your intention, 

156. Come a will.) Come willingly, of her own accord, 
without conftraint. 

167. The grace -drink.) The King's health, begun firft by 
the religious Margaret queen of Scots, known, by the name of 
St. Margaret. The piety of her defign was to oblige the cour- 
tiers not to rife from table till the thankfgiving grace was faid 5 
well judging, that tho* feme folks have little regard for reli- 
gion, yet they will be mannerly to their prince. 

Marquefs of Carnarvon.) Eldeft fon to his grace the duke of 
Chandois, who in May i;ao was at Edinburgh, in his tour 
through Scotland. 

To 



5V the Marjjuefs of Carnarvon . 1 45 

To what e'er place you fail or ride, 

To brighten your invention. ± 

The book of mankind lang and wide, 

Is well worth your attention .- . 
Wherefore pleafe fome time here abide, " 

And meaiure the dimeniion g 

Of minds right flout. 

O that ilk worthy Britijh peer 

Wad follow your example, 
My auld grey-head I yet wad rear, 

And fpread my fkirts mair ample. 12 

Shou'd London poutch up a' the gear ? 

She might fpare me a fample : 
la trouth his highnefs fhou'd live here ; 

For without oyl our lamp will 16 

Gang blinkan out. 

Lang fyne, my lord, I had a court, 

And nobles fill'd my cawfy ; 
Bat fince I have been fortune's fport, 

I look nae hafffae gawfy. 20 

Yet here brave gentlemen refort, 

And mony a hand fome lafly : 
Now that you're lodg'd within my port, 

Fbw well I wat they'll a' fay, 24 

Welcome, my lord. 

For yon my beft chear I'll produce, 
• I'll no make muckle vaunting ; 
But routh for pleafure.and for «&, 
Whatever you be wanting, 2% 

11. Shou'd London.) Edinburgh too juftly complains that 
the north of Britain is (o remote from the court, and fo rarely 
enjoys the influence of British ftars of the tirit magnitude. 

Vol. I. L Ypu's 



^6 E t> i Nfcv rci/; $tl#t alien, fee* 

You's have at will to chap and chtrfe ; 
\ For few things am I fcant in \ 
The wale of well^fet ruby juice, 

When you like to be raotin, yz 

I can afford* 

Than T,«or Parh, nor Madrid, 

Nor /fo/w*, I trow's mair able 
To bufk you up a better bed,. 

Or trim a tighter table. 36 

WLy fons are honourably bred, 

To truth and friendfhip ftabfe r 
What my detracting faes have faid* 

You'll find a feigned fable, 40 

At the fisft fight. 

May claffic lear and letters belle, 

And travelling confpire, 
Ilk unjuft notion to repel 1, 

And god-like thoughts infprrc ; 44 

That in ilk action wife and fnell 

You may fliaw manly fire: 
Sae the fair picture of himfeir, 

Will give his grace your fire 4$ 

Immenfe-delight. 

31. The wale of well-fet, Sec.) the moft choice of finr 
dear claret, 

3S. What my detracting faes.) Thofe who from* HUrldOttt 
low prejudice (wily the fcufn indeed of oar neighbours) have 
folfely reproached us with being rude, unheritable aa4 jalfe* 
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en the South-Sea. Wratt June I J 29* 

m 

Hit robur 1$ as triplex 

Circa pe&m erat, qui fragikm -tr^ci 
Comvrifit pe&xgo rttem 

Prmus,—- fioiu 

Daring am! unco* ftout he was, 

With heart hoof 'd in three Houghs of brafi, 

Wha ventured firft upon fhe&a 

With hempen branks, and horfe of tree* 

THAL I A, ever welcome to this ifle, 
Defcend, and glad the nation with a faille ; 
See ftae yon bank where South-Sea ebbs *u\ flows* * 
How fand-Wind chance woodies and wealth befows : 
Aided by thee, Til fail the wond'raus deep* $ 

Apd throw the •crowded alleys cautions creep. 
Not eafy talk to plough the dwelling ware. 
Or in flock- jobbing prefs my guts to iave ; 
But naething can our wilder paffions {ame, 
Wha rax for riches or immortal fame- U> 

Long had the grumblers us'd their murm'ringfound, 
foor Britain in her publick debt is drofju/i V 7 ' 
At fifty millions late*we Parted a 1 , 
And wow we wonder'd.how the debt wad /a' j 
But fonfy fauls wha firft contriv'd the way, 15 
With project deep our charges to defray j 
O'er and aboon ic heaps pf tieafure brings, 
That.fpuk begueft become as rich as kings. 

1. Th*lta, ever welcome.) Thalia the chezitfq} nmfttlMt 4m~ 
lights to imitate the actions of mankind, and produces {he 
Itugbing comedy,— —That fciwd -Of peeoy erer aorejtaWeto 
Britons. 

L % Lang 



14$ W e a lt n, or tbt W oo d y. 

Lang heads they were that firft laid down the plan,' 
Into the which the round anes headlang rah, 20 
'Till overftock'd, they quat the fea, and fain wa'd 

been at land. 

Thus when braid flakes of fnaw have clade the green, 
Aften I have young fportive gilpies feen 
The waxing ba* with meikle pleafure row, 
'Till pad their pith, it did unwieldy grow. 25 

'Tis ftrange to think what changes may appear 
Within the narrow circle of a year. 
How can ae project, if it be well laid, 
Supply the ilmple want of trifling trade f 
Saxty lang years a man may rack his brain, 30 
Hunt after gear baith night and day wi' pain. 
And die at laft in debt, inftead of gain. 
But O, South-Sea ! what mortal mind can run 
Throw a' the miracles that thou haft done ? 
Nor fcrimply thou thy fell to bounds confines, 
But like the fun on ilka party fhines. 35 

To poor and rich, the fools as well as wife, 
With hand impartial ftretches out the prize. 

Like Nilus fwelling frae his unkend head, 
Frae brank to brae overflows ilk rig and mead, 40 

%1. Fain wad be at land.) Land, in the time of this golden 
two or three months, was fold at 45, or 50 years purchafe* 

49. Trifling trade.) All manner of traffick and mechanicks 
was at that time defpifed. Subfcriptions and transfers were 
the only commodities. 

39. Like Nilus.) A river which crofics a great part of Afri- 
ca 5 the fpring-head whereof unknown *till of late. In the 
month of June it fweils and overflows Egypt. When it rifes 
too high, the inundation is dangerous, and threatens a famine. 
.In this river are the monftrous amphibious animals named 
Crocodiles, of the fame fpecie with the late Alligators of the 
South-Sea, which make a prey of, and devour all human crea- 
tures they can lay hold on. 

Iiiftilling 
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Jnftilling iab'ral ftore of genial fap; 

"W hence fun-burn'd gypfies reap a plenteous crap : 

Thus flows our lea, but with this difference wide, 

But anes a year their river heaves his tide ; 

Ours aft ilk day, t' enrich the common weal, 45] 

Bangs o'er its banks, and dings Egyptian Nile, 

Ye rich and wife, we own fuccefs your due, 
But your reverfe their luck with wonder view. 
How without thought thefe dawted petts of fate 
Have jobb'd themfelves into fae high a ftate, 5# 
By pure inftinft fae leal the mark have hit, 
Without the ufe of either fear or wit. 
And ithers, who lad years their garrets kept, 
Where duns in vifion fafh'd them while they flept ; ^ 
Wha only durft in twilight or the dark 55 

Steal to a common cook's with half a mark, 

A* their hale flock, now by a karmy gale 

In the overflowing ocean fpread their fail, 
While they in gilded galleys cut the tide, 
Look down on fifher-boats wi' meikle pride. 60 

Mean time the thinkers, wha are out of play* 
For their ain comfort kenna what to fay ; 
That the foundation's loofe fain wa'd they maw, 
And think na but the fabrick foon will fa'. 

48. Your reverfe.) Poor foojs. 

52. Of cither fear or wit.) One was reckoned a timorous 
thinking fool, who took advice of his reafon in the grand affair. 

60. Look down on fi flier-boats.) Defpifed the virtuous de- 
£gn of propagating and carrying on a fifhery, which can never 
fail to be a rea) benefit to Britain, 

61. The thinkers.) Many of juft thinking at that time 
were vex'd to fee themfelves trudging on foot, when fome 
others of very indifferent capacities were fetting up gilded equi- 
pages ; and notwithftanding of all the doubts they formed 
•gainft it> yet fretted becaufe they were not (b lucky as )to have 
fome /hares. 

L 3 That** 
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That's a* but (ham— for inwardly they fry, 6J 

Vext that their fingers were na in the pyc. 
Faint-hearted wights, whs duHy flood afar, 
Tholling your reafon great attempts to mar; 
While the brave djrnnuefs* of fie fetters free, 
Jumpt headlong glorions in the golden fea : 70 
'Where now, like gods, they rule each wealthy jaw, 
While you may thump your pows againifc the wa\ 

On rummer's e'en the welkin cawm and fair, 
When little midges fiifk in lazy air, 
Have ye not feen thro' idler how they reel, 75 
And time about hew up and down they wheel ? ~ 
Thus eddies of ftock-jobbers drive about ; 
Uprodft to day, the morn their pipe's put out. 
With penfive* face* when e'er the market's hy, 
Minutiut cries, Ah ! what a gowk was L 86 

Some friend of his, wha wifely feems to ken 
Events of c^ujet iriair than ither men, 
Pufli for your intereft yet, nae fear, he cries, 
For South -Sea will to twice ten hunder rife. 
Waes me for him that fells paternal land, 85 

And buys when fhares the higheft fums demand : 
He ne'er mail tafle the fweets of riling flock, 
Which faws neilt day : nae help fbr't, Tie is broke. 

Dear fea, be tenty how thou Hows at (hams 
Of HogUnd Qui rem in their froggy dams, 90 

70. Jumpt headlong.) Threw on" all the fetters of reaibn, 
and plunged glorioufly into caofufion* 

ti. Wha wifely.) With grave faces many at this time pre- 
tended they could demonftrate this boped-forrifi: of South- Sea* 

9O. Hoglaod Gad'rena.) The Dutch, whom a learned au- 
thor of a late effay has endeavoured to prove to be defcended 
a/ter a ftrange manner from the Gadereai j which effay Lewis 
the XIV. was mightily plcafed with, and tounteoufly rewarded 
the author* 

3 Left 



Left in their muddjr hugs, they chance to fink, 
Where thou may ft flagnate, fyneof courfe maoft 
flank. 

This I forefee, (and lime fhali prove Pm right ; 
Fof he's nae poet wants the fecon^ (jghA) 
When autumn's flares are njck'd up in the yard,. 95' 
And fleet and foawdreeps (fcwiKa^d winter's beacdi 
When bleak N&umbtr winds make forefis. bare, 
And wkh fplene^jck vapours £11 the air 1 
Then, then in gardens, pa*ks, tar fiient glen, 
When trees beajc naetHi»g, elfe» they'll carry men* 
Wha (hall like paqgfcity $*»*** greatly iwing *<H 
Aboon earth's, difi*ppointjnents in a firing. 
Sae ends the tawring faul that downa fee, 
A man move in a, higher fphere than he. 

Happy that ntafe wha has thrown, up a main* toe; 
Which makes forou h*md*ed thousands a' fck ain, 
Ab4 comes to anchor on far film a rock, 
Britaqmef* credit, and the South-Sea flock. 
Ilk blythibm* pfeafcre> waita upon his nod. 
And his dependants eye him like a god. 1 to 

Clofs may he bend Champain frae e'en to morn, 
And took cm cetts of tippony with fcorn. 
Thrive lucky piwpt, or ihtuWacM wanton fair, 
That can in a' his wealth and pleasure flpur. 
Like Jove he fits, \ikcJow t high heav'n's goodman, 
Whjle the inferior gods about him ftand, 
'Till he permits with condefbendeng grace, 
That ilka ane in order take their place. 
Thus wkh attentive look mensfow they fit, 
'Till he fpeak firft, and fbaw fcune Ihining wit ; 1 za 
Syne crrciing wheels the flattering gaffaw, 
As well they may* he gars theiF boards wag a'. 

f • V the» bea#4s wag a\) Feafo them at his own proper 
coft £ hence the proverb, *Tis fair in ha', where bearfrwag a>„ 

L 4 Impe* 
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Imperial gowd, what is* thon'canna grant ? 
Poffeft of thee, what i»'t a man need* want ? 
Commanding coin, there's nathing hard to- thee, 125 
I eanna gaefrhow rich* fowk come to die. 

Unhapy wretch, link'd to the threed-bare nine, 
The dazzling equipage can ne'er be thine : 
DeftinM to toil thro' labyrinths of verfe, 
Darti fpeak of great flock-jobbing as a farce. 1 30 
Poor thoughtlefs mortal, vain of airy dreams, 
The flying horfe, and bright Apothfs beams, 
And HeUconh werfh well thou ca's divine, 
Are nothing like a miftrefs, coach and wine. 

Wad fome good patron (whafe fuperior fkill 135 
Can make the South-Sea ebb and flow at will,) 
Put in a flock for me, I own it fair, 
In epic drain I'd pay him to a hair ; 
Immortalize him, and what e'er he loves, 
In flowing numbers F (hall fing, approves ; 140 
If not, fox like, I'll thraw my gab, and gloom. 
And ca' your hundred thoufand * four plum. 



The Profpefl of Plenty: ^ Poem *« ^North- 
Sea Fishery, itifcribed to the Right Hon; 
the Royal Burrows ^Scotland. 

■ Bftty h vCm \ikycu xi^of ovv^U* 

Opian. Halieutic. lib. III. 

THALIA anes again in blythfome lays, 
In lays immortal, chant the North-fea's praife. 

141. A four plum.) The fox in the fable that defpifcd the 
plumbs he could not reach, is well known. 100,000 pounds 
being called a plumb, make this a right pun ; and fome puns 
deferve not to be-clafs'd amongft low wit, tho' the generality 
of them do. 

Tent 
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Tent how the Caledonians, lang fupine, 
Begin, maic wife, to open baith their een ; 
And, as they ought, t'eraploy that ftore which heaVn 
In lie abundance to their hands has given. 
Sae heedlefs heir, born to a lairdfhip wide. 
That yields mair plenty than he kens to guide ; 
Not well acquainted with his ain good luck, 
Lets ilka fneaking fellow take a pluck ; 
*Till at the lang-run, wi' a heart right fair, 
He fees the bites grow bein, as he grows bare : 
Then wak'ning, looks about with glegger'glour, 
And learns to thrive, wha ne'er thought on't before. 

Nae nation in the warld can parallel 15 

The plenteous product of this happy iile : 
But paft'ral heights, and fweet prolofick plains, 
That can at will command the fafteft ftrains, 
Stand yont ; for Amphitrite claims our fang, 
Wha round fair Tbuk drives her finny thrang, 20 
O'er (haws of coral, and the pearly fands, 
To Scotia's fmootheft lochs and chriftal ftrands. 
There keeps the tyrant pike his aw fa' court, 
Here trouts and falmond in clear channels fport. * 
Wae to that hand, that dares by day or night 25 
Defije the ftream where fporting fries delight. 
Btft herrings, lovely fifti, like befl to play 
Jn rowan ocean, or the open bay : 
In crowds amazing thro' the waves they mine, 
Millions on millions form ilk equal line : 30 

Nor dares th* imperial whale, unlefs by Health, 
Attack their firm united common- wealth. 

19. Amphitrite.) The wife of Neptune. 

so. Thule.) The northern ifiands of Scotland are allow'd 
by all to be the Thule of the antients. 

95. Wae to that hand, &c.) There are a£h of parliament, 
which fevereJy prohibit fteeping of lint,- or any other way de- 
filing thefe clear riven where (almond abound. 

But 



« 

Bat artfu 9 nets, and £(hers* wylie fkJU,. 

Can bring the fcaly nations to their wilt. 

When thefe retire to caverns of the deep, £S 

Or in their ooay beds thro* winter fleep, 

Then (hall the tempting bait, and tented firing, 

Beguile the cod, the fea-cat, tuflc, and ling. 

Thus may our fifhery thro* a' the year 

Be (till employ'd, t* increafe the publick gear* 4,0 

Delytfoo > labour, where the induftrious gains 
Profit furmountiog ten times a 9 his pains 
Nae pleafore like fucceft ; then lads (land be, 
Ye'll find it endlek ia the NtrtJxrn-Sca. 
Cer lane with empty brag w« have been Tain 4.0 
Of room dominion on the plenteous main. 
While others ran away with a' (ho gawu 
Thus proud Jitria vaunts of fov'reig* fwajr 
O'er countries rich, fraa rife to fet of day ; 
She grafps the fhadow, but the fubtftanee tines,. 50 
While a' the reft of Europe milk her mines. 

But dawns the day lets Britain on her feet, 
Lang loo'd-for's come at laft* and welcome be't: 
For numerous fleets (hall hem Mbudajtx rocks, 
Commanding feas, with rowth to raife our ftocka* 
Nor can this be a toom chimera fpund, 
The fabrick's bigget on the fureft ground. 
Sma' is our need to toil on foreign {bores. 
When we have baith the Indies at our doors* 
Yet, for diverfion, laden veilels may 6q 

To far aff nations cut the liquid way ; 
And fraught frae ilka port what's nice or braw f 
While for their trifles we maintain them a\ 

48. Iberia.) Spain. 

54. /Elmdan rocks.) The L$w», and ctfeir wefieoi iRtaiu 

Goths, 



fit Brtfpetl off & s *f t V. 155 

Gotbs 9 Femdal&i Gauls, Htjptriaus* and the il&tw, 
Shall a' be treated frae. our happy fhores : 65 

The rantin Germans, Ruffians* and the PoIa $ 
Shall fcair, with plea/ore on out gufty {holes: 
For which deep in their treasures we ihalldive: 
Thus, by fair trading, North-lea Aock ihall thrive. 

Sae far the bonny preipefr gave delight, 7C1 

The warm ideas gait the mufe take flight : 
When ftraight a grumMetoman appears, 
Peghing fou fair beneath a lade of fears : * 

* Wow ! that's braw news, quoth he, to make fools 

' fain, 
Bat gin ye be nae warluck, how d'ye ken ? ne 

* Does 7am the Rhimer fpae oughtlins of this I 
' Or do ye prophefy juft as ye wifh ? 

* Will projects thrive in this abandon'd place ? 

* Unfonfy we had ne'er fee mcikle grace. 

* I rear, I fear, your tow'ring aim fa' fliort, 80 

* Alake we winn o'er far frae king and court ? 

' The Southerns will with pith your project bauk, 
f They'll never thole this great defign to tak'. 

Thus do the dubious ever eountermke, 
With party wrangle, ilka fair detign. 
How can a &ul, that has the afe or thought, 
Be to fie litde creeping fancies brought ? 
Will Britain's king or parliament gam&and 
The univerfal profit of the land ? 
Now when nae fep'rate intereft eags to ftrife, 93 
The antient nations join'd like man and wife, 
Maun ftudy clof?, for peace and thriving's fake, 
Affa' the wiflen'd leaves of fpite to fliake : 

76. Tarn the Rhimer.) Thomas Learmoad, alias the rhimei^ 
lived in the reign of Alexander III. king of Scots, and is held 
in great cftenj by the vulgar for hts dark predi&ions. 

Let's 
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Let's weave and ftfh to ane anither's hands, 
And never mind wha ferves or wha commands ; 95. 
But baith alike confult the common weal, 
Happy that moment friendfhip makes us leal 
To troth and right, — then fprings a mining day, 
Shall clouds of fma' miftakes drive faft away. 
Miftakes and private int'reft hence be gane, 1 00 1 
Mind what ye did on dire P bar/alia! % plain, >* 

Where doughty Romans were by Romans flain. J 
• 
- A meaner phantom neift, with meikle dread, 
Attacks with fenfelefs fears' the weaker head. 
4 The Dutch, fay they, will drive your plot to flap, 
« They'll toom their banks before you reap their 

* crap : 
' Lang have they ply'd that trade like bify bees, 

* And fuck'd the profit of the Pi&land feas, 

« Thence riches fifh'd mair by themfelves confeft, 

• Than e'er they made by 7*#*'seaft and weft.' 116 

O mighty fine, and greatly was it fpoke ! 
Maun bauld Britania bear Batavia's yoke ? 
May (he not open her ain pantry-door, 
For fear the paughty ftates fhou'd gi'e a roar t 
Dare (he nane of her herrings (el or prive, 115 
Afore (he fay, dear Matkie wi* ye'r leave ? 
Curfe on the wight wha tholes a thought fae tame, 
He merits not the manly Briton's name. 
Grant the're good allies, yet it's hardly wile, 
To buy their friendfhip at fae high a price, 1 20 
But frae that airth we needna fear great flcaith, 
Thefe people, right auldfaran, will oe lakh 
To thwart a nation, wha with eafecan draw 
Up ilka fluke they have, and drown them a*. 

Ah 
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Ah flothfu' prid?! a kingdom's greateft curfe, 
How dowf looks gentry with an empty purfe ? 1 26 
How worthlefs is a poor and haughty drone, 
Wha thowlefs Hands a lazy looker-on ? 
While a&ive fauls a ftagnant life defpife, 
Still raviuYd with new pleasures as they rife. 130 
O'er lang, in troth, we have by-ftanders been, 
And loot fowk lick the white out of our een : 
Nor can we wyt them, fince they had our vote ; 
But now they'fe get the wiille of their groat. 

, Here did the mufe intend a while to reft, 135 
*Till hame o'er fpitefu' din her lugs oppreit; 
Anither fettof the envyfoukind 
(With narrow notions hoiridly confined) 
Wag their bofs noddles ; fyne with filly fpite 
Land ilka worthy project in a bite, 149 

They force with aukward girn their ridicule, 
And ca* ilk ane concern'd a fimple fool, 
Excepting fome, wha a* the leave will nick, 
And gi'e them nought but bare whop-fhafts to lick. 

Malicious envy ! root of a' debates, 
The plague of government and bane of ftates ; 
The nurfe of pofitive deftru&ive ftrife, 
Fair friendfhip's fae, which fow'rs the fweets of life ; 
Promoter of (edition and bafe fead, 
Still overjoy *d to fee a nation bleed. T50 

Stap, flap, my lafs, forgetna where ye'r gawn, 
If ye rin on, heav'n kens where ye may land j 
Turn to your timers fang, and let fowk ken 
The north-fea fkippers are leal-hearted men, 

132. And loot fowk ilk, &c.) This phrafe is always applied 
when people with pretence of friendship, do you an ill turn, 
as one licking a mote out of your eye makes it bioodlhot. 

151. Lafs.) The mufe. 

154. North fea Skippers.) The managers. 

Vcrs'd 
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VersM in the crkitk feafons of the year, f -j j 

When to ilk bay men'ffcrag4>tilh ihoald fteer; 
There to bawl up with joy the plenteous fry, 
Which on the -decks hi ihhring heaps fhall ly ? 
'Till carefou bands, even while they've vital heat, 
Shall be "empfcoy'd to fave their juices fweet : i 60 
Stricktent they'll taic to flow them wi' ftrang brmej 
In barrels tight, that (hall nae liquor tine ; 
Then in the foreign markets we fhall ftand 
With upright front, and the firft {ale demand. 
This, this our faithfou truftees have in view, 165 
And honourably will the taik purfue : 
Nor are they biggiag caftles in a clood, 
Their (hips already into a&ion icud. 

Now, dear ill-natur'd billies, !ae nae mair, 
But leave the matter to their prudent care : 17O 
They're men of candor, and right well they wate 
That truth and fconefly hads lang the gate : 
Shouder to (houder let's itand firm anefftout* 
And there's nae fear but we'll ibon make it out; 
WeVe reafon, law, and nature on our fide, 1 75 
And have *te bars, bat party, ilowth, and pride. 

When a's in order, as it foon will be/, 
And fleets of buihes fill the Northern-fea, 
What hopefou' images with joy. arafe, 
In order jrang'd before the mufe'a eyes ? 180 

A wood of mafts, well mann'd — their jovial din, 
Like eydent bees gawn out and comiqg in. 

1^9. Vital heat.) "Tis a vaft advantage t» uat (hem am* 
jnediately after they are .taken. 

l6t. Strang brine.) Foreign "felt, 
■ 16S. -into a'&ion feud.) Several large fliipt *re already cm* 
ploy'd, and Took in their felt and barrels a month ago, 

17a. Hads lang the gate.) Holds long no its /head, fangeft 
.keeps the high vtt?y«i>r gate, 

Hcxe 



Here half a nation, hcaltfcfou, wife, and (lark, 
With fpirits only cine for want of wark, 
Shall now find place their genius to exert, i3$ 

Virile in the common good they a& their part, 
Thefe, ifr fbrfervitude, (hall bear a hand, 
And theft find government form'd for command. 
Betides, this as a nurfery fhall breed 
Stout (kiil'd marines, when Britain** navies need, 
ficas'd with their labour, when their tafk is done, 
They'll leave green Thetis to embrace the fun : 
The freftieft ftlh (hall on the brander bleez, 
And lend the bify browfter-wife a heez : 
While healthfou hearts fhall own their honelt, flame, 
With reaming quaff, and whomelt to her name, 196 
Whafe aftive 'motion to his heart did reach, 
As (he the cods was turning en the beech. 
Curs'd poortith, Love and Hymen's deadly fae, 
(That gars young fowk in prime cry aft, Ob bey, 200 
And '(ingle live, till age and runklis (haw 
• Their canker'd fpirk's good for nought at a 9 ;) 
Now flit your camp, far frae our confines fcour. 
Our lads and lafles foon (hall (light your power ; 
For rowth (hall cheriih love, and love (hall bring 205 
Mae men t' improve the (oil and ferve the king. 
Thus nniverfal plenty (hall produce 
Strength to the date, and arts for joy and nfe. 

O Plenty, thou delytof greatandfma*, 
Thou nervous fin now of baith war and law : 2 101 
The ftatefinan's drift, fpur to the artift's (kill, 
Jfor does the vtxyflamens like thee ill ; 

x48. Thebetcfc.) The beech 49 * number of big tonus, 
where they dry the cod and ling. 
HBb FfenK&s.) toieftl* 

Th* 
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The (habby poet hate thee ! that's a lee, 
Or elfe they are nae of a mind wi' me. 

• Plenty fhall cultivate ilk fcawp and moor, 215 
Now lee and bare, becaufe the landlord's poor. 
On froggy braes (hall ak.es and afhes grow, 
Aud bonny gardens dead the brecken how. 
Does others backward dam the raging main, 
Railing on barren fands a Howry plain ? 220 

By us then (hou'd the thought o't be endur'd, 
To let braid tradls of land ly unmanur'd ? 
Uncultivate nae mair they mail appear, 
But mine with a' the beauties of the year ; 
Which ftart with eafe frae the obedient foil, 225 
And ten times o'er reward a little toil. 

Alang wild Ihores, where tumbling billows break, 
Pleniiht with nought but (hells and tangle- wreck, 
Braw towns (hall rife, with fteeples mony a ane, 
And houfes bigget a' with eftler ftane : 
Where fchools polite (hall lib'ral arts difplay, 
And make auld barb'rous darknefs fly away. 

. Now Nereus rifing frae his watry bed, 
The pearly drops hap down his lyart head ; 
Oceanus with pleafure hears him fmg, 235 

Tritons and Nereids form a jovial ring ; 
And dancing on the deep, attention draw, 
While a' the winds in love, but (ighing, blaw* 
The fea-born prophet fang in fweeteft llrain, 

• Britcns be blyth, fair queen of ides be fain ; 240 

• A richer people never faw the fun :* 

• Gang tightly throw what fairly you've begun ; . 



/. T 



no. The raging main.) The Dutch have gained a great 
4*al from the fea. 

* Spread 
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• Spread a* your fails and ftreamers in the wind, 

• For ilka power. in fea and air's your friend ; 

• Great Nept urn's unexhaufted bank has ftore 205 

• Of endlefs wealth, will gar yours a' run o-'er.' 
He fang fae load, round rocks the ecchos flew, 
'Tis true, he faidj they are return *d, 'tis true; 

September 1720. 



SCOTS SON G S. 

Spoken to Mrs. N. 

Poem wrote without a thought, 
__ By notes may to a fong be brought, 
Tho' wit be fcarce, low the defign, 
And numbers lame in ev'ry line : 
But when fair Chrifty this mall fing 
In confort with the trembling firing, 
O then the poet's often prai?d, 
For charms fo fweet a voice hath rais'd* 



A 



MARY SCOT. 

HAppy's the love which meets return, 
When in foft flames fouls equal burn; 
But words are wanting to difcover 
The torments of a hopelefs lover. 4 

Ye regifters of heav'n relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 
Did you there fee mark'd for my marrow. . 
Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow f 8 

Yol.L M Mk 
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Ah no ! her fern** too heavenly fair* 
Her love the gods above moft {hare. 
While mortals with defpair explore her. 
And at advance due adore her. iz 

O lovply maid I ray doubts beguile, 
Revive and Weft me with a fmue ; 
Alas t if not, you'll (boa debar a 
Sighing fwaki the banks of Tarrovr* 16 

' Be hum* ye fears, I'll not defpair, 
My Aftfnr^t^tder as fiVfc fair J 
Then I'll go tell her all mine angui(h>; 
She is too good to let me t^qguilb; z& 

With fiiccefs crown'd, 111 not envy 
The folks who- dwell above the iky ; 
When M$ry Scot's become my marrow. 
We'll make a par,adife on Yarr&w* 24 



' fi'vr Bogie* 

IWill awa % to* my le^ve y 
I <w.U awe? im % ber y 
*iho 9 a* my kin bad /worn and/aid* 

PU o'er Bogie wi 9 her. 4 

If I can get but her confent, 

I dinna care a ftrae, 
Tho* ilka ane be diicontent, 

Awa r wi' her Pll gae, ft 

iyoill awa\ &c. 

For now fhe's miilrefs of my heart, 

And wordy of my hand. 
And well I wat we manna part* 

For filler or for land. \z 

let 
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Let rakes delyte to Jwear and drink, 

And beans admire fine lace, 
Bat my chief pleafure is to blink 

On Betty's bonny face. t6 

I ivi/I a<um\ &c. 

There a* the beauties do combine 

Of colour, treats and air, 
The faul that fparkles in her eea 

Makes her a jewel rare : at 

Her flowing wit gives wining life 

To a 9 her other charms, 
How bleft I'll be when (he's my wife, 

And loeke up in my arms. 24 

/ will awa* 9 &c 

There blythly will I rant and fag, 

While o'er her fweets I ranee, 
I'll cry, Your humble fervant Ring, 

Shame fa' them that wa'd change, 2% 

A kifs of Betty and a fmile, 

Abeet ye wa'd lay down 
The right ye ha'e to Britaitt* ifle, 

And offer me ye*r crown. 32 

/ <unU anva, &c. 



OV the Moor to Maggy, 

AN D I'll o'er the moor to Maggy, 
, Her wk and fweetneis call me, 
Then to my fair I'll (how my mind, 

Whatever may befal me: .4 

If fhe love mirth, Til learn to £ng ; 
Or likes the nine to follow, 

M 2 JH 
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I'll lay my lugs in Plndus* (pring, 

And invocate Apollo. % 

If (he admire a martial mind, 

I'll (heath my limbs in armour ; 
If to the fofter dance inclin d, 

With gayeft airs I'll charm her ; 1 2 

If (he love grandeur, day and night 

I'll plot my nation's glory, 
Find favour in my prince's fight, 

And (hine in future ftory. 16 

Beauty can wonders work with eafe, 

Where wit is correfponding, 
And braveft men know bed to pleajc, 

With complaifance abounding. . 20 

My bonny Mag$y$ love can turn 

Me to what (hape (he pleafes, 
If in her bread that flame (hall born 

Which in my bofom bleezes. 24 



FU never leave thee* 

J O N NT. 

TH O' for feven years and mair honour (hou'd 
• reave me, 
To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve 

thee; 
For deep in my fpirit thy fweets are indented, 
And love (hall preferve ay what love has imprinted. 
'Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareft believe me. 6 

NELLY. 
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N E L L r. 

O Jonky % Pm jealous, when e'er ye' difcover 
My fentiments yielding, ye'Jl turn a loofe rover ; 
And nought i' the warld wa'd' vex my heart fairer, 
If you prove unconftant, and fancy ane fairer* 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me 1 
;& the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 1 2 

y o n n r. 

My Nelfy, let never fie fancies opprefs ye, 
C?or while my blood's warm I'll kindly careis ye ; 
Your blooming faft beauties firft beeted love's fire, 
Your virtue and wit make it ay flame the higher : 
Leave thee, leave thee^ I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareft believe me, 18 

" NELLT. 

Then, Jonny> I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miftrefs, for love gars me trow ye; 
tin d gin ye prove fa'fe,- to ye'r fell be it faid then, 
\ e'll win but fma' honour to wrong a kind maiden. 
Reave me, reave me, heav'ns ! it wad reave me 
Of my reft night and day, if ye deceive me. 24 

J O N N r. 

Bid icefliogles hammer red gauds on the ftudy, 
And fair fimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy ; 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never 'till that time, believe I'll betray ye : 
Leave thee, leave thee, Til never leave thee ; 
The ftarns mail gang witherlins e'er I deceive 
thee. 30 

M 3 POLWART 
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PoiWAKT an the Gran* 

AT Polwart on ibe green 
Jf you'll meet me the morn. 
Where lajfes do conveen 

To dance about the thorn ; 4 

A kindly welcome ye (hall meet 

Frae her wha likes to view 
A lover and a lad complete. 
The lad and lover you- 

Let dorty dames fey na, 

As Ian* as e'er they pleafe, 
Seem caulder than the fna\ 

While inwardly they bleeze ; t ) 

But I will frankly (haw my mmd, 

And yield my heart to thee; 
.Be ever to the captive kind 

That langs sa to be free. 






At Polwart on the green, 

Among the new-mawn hay» 
With fangs and dancing keen 

We'll pals the heartfome day. 20 

At night if beds be o 9 er tbremg laid, 

And thou be tivintt'd of thine f 
Tboujbalt be welcome 9 my dear lad, 

To take a fart of mine. 24 



John 



John Hay's Bmy t&ffk. * 

BY finooth winding 5T*y a fwain was rediningv . 
Aft crfd he, Oh hey ! maun I (till live pining 
My (ell thus away, and darna difcover 
To my bonny Hay that I am her lover. a, 

Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes (banger, 
If (he's not my bride, my days are nae langer j 
*fhen I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 
May be g'e* we part my vows may content her. 8 

She's frefh as the fpring, and fweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount ana fing bidding day a good* 

morrow. 
Th*(ward of the mead enamel'd withdaifie?, 
Looks witherM and dead when twinn'd of hergracei. 

. v But if fbe appear where verdures invite her, 
The fountains run clear, and lowers fmell the 

fweeter ; 
*Tis heav'n to be by, when her wit is a flowing, 

Her (miles and bright eye fet my fpirits a glowing, i 6 

~i 

The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with .amaze* my mind is confounded ; 
Pm all in a (ire, dear maid, to carets ye, 
For a' my defire is Hay's bonny laffie. • 20 

Genty Tijby and fotify NflLLY. 
„ X* tbiTutteofTiBMY Fowlsr in the QUiu 

OT^IBBY has a ftore of charms, 
. 1 Her genty fhape our fancy warms, 
Mow ftarkly can her fma' white arms 
Fetter the lad wha looks but at her; 4 

M 4 Fxae 
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* 

Frae ancler to tcr flendeirwajft, ' 

Thefe fweets conceal'd invite to dawt her^ 
Her rofie cheek and rifing breaft, 
- Gar ane's mouth gufh bowt fou' o* water. 8 

.» Nell/ s gawfy, faft and gay, 
Frefh a» the lucken lowers in May, 
Ilk ane that fees her cries, Ah hey ! 

She's bonny, O I wonder at her ! \z 

The dimples of her chin and cheek, 

And limbs fee plump invite to dawt hef, 
Her, lips fee fweet, and Attn fae fleek, 

Gar mony mouths bcfide mine water. 1 6 

Now ftrike my finger in a bore, 
My wyfon with the maiden more, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for, 

When thefe twaftars appear thegether. zo 

love ! why doft thou gi'e thy fires 

Sae large ? while we're oblig'd to nither 
Our fpacious fauls immen'fe deiires, 
And ay be in a hankerin fwither. 24 

Tibtyi (hape and airs are fine, 
And Nelly's, beauties are divine ; • 
But fince they canna baith be mine, 

Ye gods give. ear to my petition, 28 

Provide a good lad for the tane, 

But let it be with this provifion, 

1 get the other to my lane, 

' in profpett/iW and fruition. 33 



Vf 
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Up in the Air. 

NO W. the fan's gane out o* fight, 
Beet the ingle, and {huff the light : 
In glens the fairies ikip and dance. 
And witches wallop o'er to France, 4 

Up in the air 
On my bonny grey mare. 
And I fee her yet, and I fee her yet, 

Up in, yV. 8 

The wind's drifting hail and fna' 
O'er frozen hags like a foot ba\ 
Nae ftarns keek throw the azure flit, . 
'Tis cauld and mirk as ony pit, * 12 

The man i' the moon 
« Is carowiing aboon, 

D'ye fee, d'ye fee, d'ye fee him yet. 

The man, &fr. 16 

Take your glafs to clear your een, 
'Tis the Eiixir hales the fpleen, 
Baith wit and mirth it will infyire, 
And gently puffs the lover's fire, 20 

Up in the air, 
It drives away care, 
Ha'e wi* ye, ha'e wi' ye, and ha'e wi' ye, lads, yet, 

Up in, fare. 24 

Steek the doors, keep out the froft, 
Come, Willy, gi'es about ye'r toft, 
Til't lads, and lilt it out, 

And let us ha'e a blythfom bowt, z% 

Up wi't there, there, 
. Dinna cheat, but drink fair, 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet, 

, Up wi't, wv. 32 

The 



The Rife and Fall vf Stocks, 1720* 

An Epijlli to the Right HonoyrabU my Lord 

£am$ay> now in Paris. 

« 

Tour pettifoggers damn their /aids ! 
Tojbare with kna*ves in cheating foils ; 
jind merchants 'venturing on the main 
Slight pirates 9 rocks, and horns for gain, 

HuOiBRAi* 

My Lord, 

WIthoatten preface or preamble, 
My fancy being on the ramble ; 
Tranfported with an honeft paffion, 
Viewing our poor bambouzl'd nation, 
Siting her nails, her knuckles wringing, f 

Her cheek fae blae, her lip fae hinging; 
Grief and vexation's like to kill her, 
For tyning baith her tick and filler. 

Allow me, then, to make a comment 
On this affair of greateft moment, IP 

Which has fa'n out, my lord, iince ye 
Left Lothian and the Edge-well Xxtt\ 
And, with your leave, I needna fHckle 
To fay we're in a forry pickle, 

12. Edge-well tree.) An oak-tree which grows on the fide 
of a fine fpring, nigh the cattle of Dalhoufie, vtry much oh- 
lerved by the country people, who give out, that before any 
«of the family died, a branch fell from the Edge-well tree. 
The old tree fome few years ago fell altogether; butaoother 
/prung from the fame root, which is now tail and Aouriraing, 
.and lang be*t be. 

Since 
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Since poortith o'er ilk head does hover i j 

Frae John a Groat's houfe, fouth to Dover. 

Sair have we pelted been with flocks, 

Calling our credit at the cocks. 

Lang guilty of the higheft treafon 

Againft the government of reafon ; 20 

We madly at our ain expences, 

Stock-job'd away our cafh and fenfes. 

As little bairns frae winnocks hy 
Drap down faip bells to waiting fry, 
Wha run and wreftle for the prise, 25 

With face ereft and watch fou' eyes ; 
The lad wha gleggeft waits upon it, 
Receives the bubble on his bonnet, 
Views with delight the fhining beau-thing, 
Which in a twinkling burfis to nothing. 30 

Sae Britain brought on a' her troubles, 
By running daftly after bubbles. 

Impos'd on by langnebit juglers, 
Stock-jobbers, brokers, cheating fmuglers, 
Wha fet their gowden girns fae wylie, 3^ 

Tho* ne'er fae cautious they'd beguile ye. 
The covetous infatuation 
Was fmitt|e out o'er all the nation ; 
Clergy and lawyers and phylicians, 
Mechanicks, merchants, and muficians; 40 

Baith fexes of a* forts and fizes 
Draped ilk defign, and jobb'd for prizes. 
Frae noblemen to livery varlets, 
Frae topping toaiis to hackney harlots. 
Poetick dealers were but fcarce, 45 

Lefs browden ftill on cafh than verfe ; 

l6* John a Groat'shoufe.) The nortbmoft houfe in Scotland. J 

Only 1 
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» 

Only ae bard to coach did mount, 

By finging praife to fir John Blount ; 

But fincc i nis mighty patron fell, 

Ue looks juit tike Jock Blunt himfel. 50 

Some lords and lairds felPd riggs and caiiles, 
And play'd them aff with tricky rafcals, 
Wha now with routh of riches vapour, 
While their late honours live on paper. 
But ah I the difference 'twixt good land, 55 

And a poor bankrupt bubble's band. 

Thus European* Indians rifle, 
And give them for their gowd fome trifle ; 
As deugs of velvet, chips of chrifbd, 
A facon's bell, or baubie whittle. 60 

* 

Merchants and bankers heads gade wrang, 
They thought to millions they might fpang ; 
Defpib'd the virtuous road to gain, 
And loo'<t'd on little bills with pain : 
The well-win thoufands of fome years, Sc 

In ae big bargain difappears. 
' Fis fair to bide, but wha can help it, 
Inftead of coach, on foot they {kelp it. 

The ten per Cents wha durftna venture. 
But lent great funis upon indenture, 70 

To billies wha as frankly war'd it, 
As 'they out of their guts had fpar'd it, 
When craving money they have lent, 
They're anfwer'd, item, A' is fpent. 

47. Only ae bard, &c ) Vide Dick FranckliVs epiftle. 
50. He looks juft like Jock Blunt.) This is commonly (aid 
of a pcrfon who is out of countenance at a difapp ointment. 

The 
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fht miier hears him with a gloom, 75 

Grins like a brock and bites his thumb, 

Syne mores to grip him by the wyfbn, 

And keep him a' his days in prifon. 

Sac may ye do, replies the debter, 

But that can never mend the matter : So 

As foon can I mount Cbarle-wain, 

As pay ye back your gear again. 

Poor mouldy rins quire by nimfel, 

And bans like ane broke loofe frae hell. 

It lulls a wee my mullygrubs, 85 

To think upon thefe bitten fcrubs, 

When naething faves their vital low* 

But the expences of a tow. 

Thus children aft with carefu' hands, 
In Cummer dam up little ftrands, go> 

Colled the drizel to a pool, 
In which their glowing limbs they cool; 
Till by comes ibme ill-decdy gift, 
Wha in the bulwark makes a rift, 
And with ae ftrake in nuns lays, 95 

The work of ufe, art, care and days. 

Even handy- crafts-men too turn'd faucy, 
And maun be coaching't thro' the caufy ; 
Syne ft root fou paughty in the alley, 
Transferring thoufands with fome valley : 100 

Grow rich in fancy, treat their whore, 
Nor mind they were, or fhall be poor. 
Like little Jo<ves they treat the fair, 
With gowd frae banks built in the air ; 

83. By himfel.) Mad, oat of his wits. 
93. Ill-dccdy gift.) K roguiih boy, who is feldom without 
doing a bad a&ion. 

For 
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For which their D**aes lift die lap, i6> 

And compliment them with a clap, 
Which by aft jobbing grows a pox, 
'Till brigs of nofes fa* with flocks. 

Here coachmen, grooms, or pafment trotter, 
Glitter'd a while, then turn'd to footer : no 

Like a fhot flarn, that thro' the air 
Skyts call or weft with unko dare, 
Bat found ncifl day on hillock fide, 
Nae better teems nor paddock ride. 

Some reverend brethren left their flocks, 1 1 c 
And fank their ftipends in the flocks ; 
But tining baith, like Mfoft colly, 
O er late they now lament their folly, 

' For three warm months, May, June, and July, 
There was odd fcrambling for the fpulzy ; 1 20 

And mony a ane, "till he grew tyr'd, 
<jatker*d what gear his heart defirM. 
We thought that dealer's flock an ill ane, 
That was not wordy haf a million. 
O had this golden age but lafled, 1 2$ 

And no fae foon been broke and Mailed, 
There is a peribn well I ken 
Might wi' the bed gane right far ben ; 
Jiis project better had fucceeded, 
And far lefs labour had he needed : 1 30 

But 'tis a daifiu to debate, 
And aurgle-bargle with our fate. 

105. Danaes.) Danae, the daughter of Acrifius, king «? 
Argos, to whom Jupiter defcended in a fhower of gold. 

127. Aperfon, &c.) Meaning myfclf, with regard to toy 
printing this volume by fubfcriptioflu 

Well, J 
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Well, bad this gowden age bat laftcd, 

And not fo foon been broke and blaned, 

O-wow, my lord, theft had been day* 135 

Which might have daim'd your pott's lays* 

But loon aTake ! the mighty D*go* 

Was feen to fa* without a rag on. 

Jn harveft was a drcadfu' thunder, 

Which gart a' Britain glewr and wonder ; (4* 

Thephizzing bowtcame with a blatter, 

And dry'd our gfeat fea to a gutter. 

But mony ftwk with wonder fpeir, 
Wb*t can become of a' the gear? 
For a 9 the country is repining, i^e 

And ilka ane complains of ciaing. 
Plain anfwer 1 had belt let be, 
And tell ye j aft a fimilie. 

like Belxie when, he nicks a witch, 
Wha fells her feul fhe may be rich j ko 

He finding this the bait to damn her, 
Calls o'er her een his cheating glamour : 
S^e figns and leals, and he aifords 
Her heaps of vifionary hoards ; 
But when (he comes to count thecuosiej 1 j£ 

Tis a' Htlate-ftanes inilead of money. 

Thus we've been trick'd with braw projectors,. 
And faithfu' managing directors, 
Wha for our cafh, the fiuil of trade, 
Bpnny propincs of paper made ; 160 

On footing clean, drawn unco' fair* 
Had (hey not vanifht into air. 

When 
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When Soufb-Sea tyde was at a hight, 
My fancy took a daring flight, 
ThaHa 9 lovely mufe, inipired 165 

My bread, and me with fore-fight fir'd ; 
Rapt into future months, 1 fa* 
The rich aerial Babel fa', 
'Yond feas I faw the upftart? drifting, 
Leaving their coaches for the lifting. 17a 

Thefe houfes fit for wights gane mad, 
J faw crammM fou as they cou'd had* 
While little fauls funk with defpair, 
Implor'd cauld death to end their care. 
But now a fweeter fcene I view, 1 75 

Time has, and time (hall prove I'm true ; 

For fair Jfirea moves frae heav'n. 

And fhortly (hall make a' odds ev'n. 

The honeft man (hall be regarded, 

And villains as they ought rewarded. 
The fetting moon and rode dawn 

Befpeak a mining day at hand ; 

A glorious fun (hall (bon arife. 

To brighten up Britannia's flues. 

Our king and fcnate (hall engage 185 

To drive the vultures off the ftage : 

Trade then (hall flourifti, and ilk art, 

A lively vigour (ball impart 

To credit languifhing and femimt, 

And Lombard-ftreet (hall be replenifliU 10° 

Got fafe afhore after this blaft, 

Britons (hail fmile. at follies paft. 

" ,64 My fancy, &c.) Wealth or the Woody, wrote in the 
month of June lafU 

God 
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God grant your ferdflup jo^ and health", 
Lang days and rowth of real wealth ;■...• 
Safe to the land of cakes heav'n fend ye, ipj 

And frae cro'fs accidents defend ye. . 

Edinb. March 25$ 
1721. 



P a 1 1 e Iffffl? Peggie: -</ Sangi \ 

P A T I E. 

BY the delicious warmnefs of thy month, * 
And rowing eye, which fmiling tells the truth, 
I guefs, my laflie, that, as well as I, 
You're made ior love, and why (bould ye deny ? 4 

PEGGIE. 

But ken ye, lad, gin we confefi o*er foon, 
Ye think «s cheap, and fyne the wooing , s done : 
The maiden that, o'er quickly tines her power, 
Like unripe fruit, will tafte but hard and fowr. . £ 

P A T I E. 

. But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree* 
Their fweetnefs they may tine, and fae may ye : 
Red cheeked you completely ripe appear, 
And 1 have thol'd, and woo'd a lang half year. 12 

PEGGIE. 

Then dirina pou me ; gently thus I fa* 
Into my Patit's arms for good and a' : 
But ftint your wilhes to this frank embrace, 
And mint nae farrer 'till we've got the grace* 16 

Vol.L ' N PAT IE. 



.*- 
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p AT IE. 

O charming armfoa f hence ye cares away, 
111 kifs my treafure a* the liwlang day ; 
A' night PU dream my kiffes o'er again, 
Till that day come, that ye'll be a' my ain. 20 

CHORUS. 

Sun gallop d <wn the njcefllin flier, 
Gang/oon to bed, and quickly rife ; 
Olajh ye'rjleeds, poft time an ay, 
And baft e about our bridal day \ 24 

And tfye'r weary'd, hone ft ligfo, 
• Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night m 



PROLOGUE. 

Spoke by one of the young gentlemen, *who, for their 
improvement and dinar fion, a&ed the Orphan, and 
Cheats of Scapin, the loft night of the year 1719. 

BR AW lads, and bonny lalTes, welcome here,— 
But wha's to entertain ye, — never fpeer. — 
Quietnefe is beft.— Tho' we be leal and true, 
Good fenfe and wit's mair than we dare avow.— 
Some body fays to fome fowk, we're to blame, 5 
That 'tis a fcandal and black-burning fhame 
To thole young callands thus to grow fae (hack, 
And lear — O mighty crimes ! — to fpeak and a£t— 
Stage-plays, quoth Dunce, are unco' things indeed ! 
He {aid, he gloom'd, — and ihook his thick bofs head* 
They'r Pa; try, Papery /— ciy'd his nibour neift, 
Contrxv'd at Rome by fome malignant pridt, 

To 
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To witch away fowks minds frae doing well* 
A* faith Rab Ker, M'Millan and M'Neil. 

But let them tauk. — In fpite of ilk cadaver, 15 
We'll cherifh wit, and fcoru their fead or favour; 
We'll ftrive to bring in active eloquence, 
Tho' for a while upon our fame's expellee. — 
Vat wrang. — Our fame will mount with mettled 

carles, 
And for the reft, we'll be aboon their maris. — * 20 
Knock down the fools, wha dare with empty rage 
Spit in the face of virtue and the ftage. 
'Caufe hereticks in pulpits thump and rair, . 
Muft naithing orthodox b* expected there ? 
Becaule a rump cut off a royal head* 25 

Muft not anither parli'ment fucceed ? 
Thus tho' the DrcmcLS aft debauch *d and rude, 
Muft we, for fome are bad, refufe the good ? 
Anf-vT me that — if there be ony log, 
That's come to keek upon us here i»cog f 30 

Anes, twice, thrice. — But now I think on't, ftay, 
I've fomething dfe to do, and muft away. ■ ■ » 
This prologue was defign'd for ufe and fport, 
The chiel that made it, let him anfwer for't. 

16. Rah Iter.) One who puts the canting phrafes of 
M'Millan and M'Neil (two non-conforming hill preachers) 
into wretched rhime. a 



N 2 fit 



( i8o ) 

The Life and A&s of or, an Elegy Hi 
Patie Birnie, 

7he famous fiddler i/Kinghorn ; 
Who gart the liege s gcnxiff ani girn ay, 
Aft 'till the cock proclaimed the mom : 
Tbo* heath his # meeds and mirth were pirny f 
He raos 9 d thrfe things were langrfi worn, 
The brown ale barrel was his kirn ay 9 
And faithfully he toomd his horn* 

And then befides his valiant alls, 
At bridals he wan mony placks. 

Ha b. Simpson. 

IN (onset flee the man I ling, 
His rare engine in rhyme fhall ring, 
Wha flaid the Sick out o'er the ftring 

With fie an art ; „ 
Wha &ng &e fweetly to the fpring, 

And rais'd the heart. 6 

• 
Kinghom may rue the ruefou day 

That lighted Patie to his clay, 

Wha gart the hearty billies itay, 

And fpend their cafh f 
To fee his fnowt, to hear liim play, 

And gab fae gafh. 1 2 

* Weeds and mirth v»ere pSrny.} "When a piece of ftufF is 
wrought unequally, part coarle and part fine, of yarn of dif- 
ferent colours, we call it pirny, from the pirn, or little hol- 
low reed which holds the yarn in the {buttle. 

When 
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When ftrangers landed, wow fae thrang 
Foffin and peghing he wa'd gang, 
And crave their pardon that fae Tang 

He'd been a coming ; 
Syne his bread-winner out he'd bang, I 

And fa' to bumming. 18 

Your honour's father dead and gane, 
For him he firft wa'd make his mane, - 
But foon his face cou'd make ye fain 

When he did lough, 

O <wiltu 9 iviltu dd*t again ! 

. And gran'd and leugh. 

This fang he made frae his am head, 
And eke the auld man's wutrejhfs dsadi 
T bo* petts and turfs and a*s to lead, 

. O fy upon her*! 
A bonny auld thing this indeed, 

An't lite y«'r honour. 3 o 

13. When Grangers landed.) It was his cu (torn to watch 
when ftrangers went into a publick houfe, and attend them, 
pretending tbey had fent for him, and that he could not jget 
away fooner from other company. ' 

' m .19. Your honour's father.) It was his firft compliment to 
one (tho* he had never perhaps feen him, nor any of his pce- 
deceilbrs) that well he kend his honour's father, and been 
merry with him, and an excellent good -fellow hfc was. 

a 1 . Soon his face cou'd make ye fain.) Shewing a v«ty parti* 
cular comicalnefs in his looks and geftures, laughing and groan- 
ing at the fame time ; he plays, tings, and break* in. with fonp 
queer tale twice or thrice e'er he get through the tune. His 
beard is no fmall addition to the diverfion. 

93. O Wiltu.) The name of a tune he pbyM »f on aU-oc- 
cafions. 

15. The fang he made.) He boafted of being pact- as well 
ap-jguttcian. 

N 3 After 
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After ilk tune he took a fowp, 
And bann'd wi* birr the corky cowp, 
That to the papifts country fcowp, 

To lear ha, h's, 
Frae chiels that fing bap, flap and lowp, 
; WantintheB — s. 36 

That beardlefs capons are na men, 
We by their frozie fprings might ken ; 
Bat ours, he faid, cou'd vigour Jen' 

To men o* weir, 
And gar them (lout to Rattle ften' 

Withoutten fear. 42 

How firft he praclis'd, ye (hall hear, 
The harn -pan of an umquhile mare, 
He (Irung, and ftrak founds faft and dear, 

Out o' the pow, 
Which *£r ? d his faul, and gart his ear 

Wifh gladnefs glow* 48 
Sae fome aold-gabet poets tell, 
Jove's nimble fpn and leckic fnell 
Made the firft fidd|e of a (hell, 

On which Apollo, 
With meikle pleafure play'd himfel 

fiaith jig and folo. 54 

O Jonny Stocks, what comes o* thee, 
Vm fure thoij'lt break thy heart and die ; 
Thy B.rnit gane, thou't never be 

Nor blyth nor able 
To (hake thy (hort houghs merrily 

Upon a table. 60 . 

3ft. BaanM wi' birr the corky cowp, &c.) Curs'd ifrongly 
the light-headed fellows who run to Italy to learn fottmuikk. 
* 51. * Tuque teftudo, refonare feptcm 

' Callida nervis.' Horace. 

IS* J onn y Stocks.) A man of a low ftature, but very broad, 
a loving friend of his, who ufed to dance to his mufick. 

How 
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How pleafant was't to fee thee diddle, 
And dance fae finely to his fiddle, 
With nofe forgainft a lafs's middle, 

And brifkly brag, 
With cutty Heps to ding the ftriddle, 

And gar them fag. 66 

He catch'd a crifliy webfter loun 
At runkling o' his deary's gown. 
And wi' a rung came o'er his crown, 

For being there ; 
Bnt ftarker thrums got Patie down, 

And knooft him fair. 7 2 

Wae worth the dog, he maift had fell'd him, 
Revengfu' PaU aft green'd to geld him, 
He aw'd a mends, and that he tell'd him, 

And bann'd to do't, 
He took the tid, and fairly fell'd him 

For a recruit. 78 

Pate was a carle of canny fenfe, 
And wanted ne'er a right bein fpence, 
And laid up dollars in defence 

'Gainft eild and gout, 
Well judging gear in future tenfe 

Cou'd ftand for wit. 84 

Yet prudent fowk may take the pet : 
Anes thrawart porter wadna let 

80. Beta fpence.) Good ftore of provi/ion, the fpence being 
a little apartment for meal, flefh, &c. 

26. Anes thrawart porter, tec.) This happened in the duke 
of Rothes* 1 time 5 bis grace was giving an entertainment, and 
Patrick being deny'd entry by the fervants, he either from a 
cunning view of the lucky conJcquence, or in a paffion, did 
what's defcribed. 

N 4 Him 



Him in while latter- meat was hett, 

He gaw'd foa fair, 
Flang in his fiddle o'er the yett. 

, . . Whifkne*er did mail*, go 

« 

But profit may arife frae lofs, 
Sae ?*tt gat confort by his crofs : 
Soon as he wan within the clufs. 

He dqufly drew in 
Mair gear frae ilka gentle gois 

Than bought a new ane. 96 

When lying bedfofl fick and fair, 
To parifh prieil he promis'd fair, 
' He ne*«r wad drink fou ony mair : 

But hak and tight, 
He prov'd the auld man to a hair, 

Strute ilka night. 10s 

The hally dad .with care eflays 
To wile him frae his wanton ways, 
And telFd hini of his promife twice : 

Pate anfwer'd diver, 
* What tents what people raving fays 

« When in a fiver.' 10& 

At BothwellBrig he gade to fight, 
But being wife as he wa$ wigh£, ' 
He thought it fhaw'd a fgul but flight, 

Daufdy to ftand> 
And let gun-powder wraijg his fight, 

Orfidk-hand. 1*4 

lop. Bothwel}-,brig,) Upon Clyde, where the, famous battle* 
■wai fought Anno 1679, for the determination of fome kittle 
©bints. But I dare not afiert that it was religion carried my f 
i«fe to the field. v , • e 

5 • - R*gnt 



C*jpi$ tbrowv into tke South-Sea. 1 85. 

Right pawkily he left the plain, 
Nor o'er his lhoulder look'd again, 
put fcour'd o'er mofs and moor amain, 

To Rieky ftraight, 
And tald how many whigs were Haiti 

Before they faugh t. 120 

Sae I've lamented Patie's end ; 
$1$ leafl your grief o'er far extend, 
Come dight your cheeks, ye'r brows unbend, 

And lift ye'r head. 
For to a' Britain be it kend 

He i* not dead. 126 

January 25, 
1721. 



Cupid thrown into the South-Sea. 

MY R T I L L A, as like Venus' fell 
As e'er an egg was like anither, 
Anes Cupid met upon the Mall, 

And took her for his bonny mither. 

•s 
<* 

He wing'd his way up to her breail ; \ 

She ftarted, he cry'd, Mam, 'tis mej; 
The beauty, in o'er rafh a jell, 

Flang the arch-gytling in South-Sea, 

Frae thence he taife wi f gilded wings, 

His bow and fhafts to gowd were chang'J ; io. 
Peel's i' the fea, quoth he, it dings ; 

"Syne back 10 Mall and park he rang'd. 



Breathing' 



1 86 The Satyr'j Comick Projeft, 6JV. 

Breathing mifchief, the god looked gurly, 
With transfers a' his darts were feathered ; 

He made a horrid hurly burly, 15 

Where Veaus and Belles were thickeft gather'd. 

Hetentily Myrtila fought, 

And in the thrang 'Change- Alley got her; 
He drew his bow, and quick as thought 

With a braw new fubfcription (hot her. 20 



The Satyr'* Comick Project for recovering 
a young Bankrupt Stock-jobber. 

iSONG, 

ON the (hore of a low ebbing fea, 
A fighing young jobber was feen 
Staring wiihfully at an old tree 

Which grew on che neighbouring green. £ 

There's a tree that can finiih the ftrifc 
And diforder that wars in my breafi, 
What need one be pain'd with his life, 

When a halter can purchafe his reft ? 2 

Sometimes he would ftamp and look wild, 

Then roar out a terrible curfe 
On bubbles that had him beguil'd, 

And left ne'er a doit in his purfe: 12 

A ?atyr that wander'd along, 

With a laugh to his raving reply'd; 
The favage malicioufly fung, 

And jok'd while the Hock-jobber cryM. 16 

From the beginning to the aoth line, fiqg to the tone of 
Collin's complaint* 

To 



To the Musick Club, 187 

To mountains and rocks he complained, 

His cravat was bath'd with his tears ; 
The Satyr drew near like a friend, 

And bid him abandon his fears. 20 

Said he, have ye been at the fea, 

And met with a contrary wind, 
That you rail at fair fortune fo free ? 

Don't blame the poor goddefs, (he's blind. 24 

Come hold up thy head, foolifh wight, 

I'll teach thee the lofs to retrieve ; 
Obferva me this project aright, 

And think not of hanging, bnt live. 28 

Hccatijja conceited and old, 

Affects in her airs to feem young, 
Her jointure yields plenty of gold, 

And plenty of nonfenfe her tongue. 32 

Lay fiege to her for a fhort fpace, 

Ne'er mind that {he's wrinkl'd or grey ; 
Extol her for beauty and grace, 

And doubt not of gaining the day. 36 

In wedlock ye fairly may join, 

And when of her wealth you are Aire, 
Make free with the old woman's coin, 

And purchafe a fprightly young W— . 40 



E 



To the Musick Club. 

» 

'ER on old Shinar*s plain the fortrefs role, 
Rear'd by thofe giants who durft heav'n oppofe; 



from the 21ft Jane, where the Satyr begins to ff eak, to the 
tone of, The Kirk wad let me be. 

An 



*88 To the Musick Cx.it*. 



An univerfal language mankind u$'d, 
'Till daring crimes brought accents more confus'd ; 
Difcord and jar for punifliment were hurl'd r 

On hearts and tongues of the rebellious world. 

The primar (peech with nntes barmojuous clear, 
Tranfpofing thought, gave pleafure to the ear : 
Then raufick in its full perfe&ion fhin'd, 
When man to man melodious fpoke his mind. 10 

* 

As when a richly fraughted fleet is loft 
In rolling deeps, far from the ebbing coatt, 
Down many fathoms of the liquid mafs, 
The a r tilt dives in ark of oak, ox brafs, 
Snatches fome ingots of Peruvian ore, ic 

And witli his priqe rejoicing wake* the more. 
Oft this attempt is made, and much tbey find ; 
They fwell in wealth, tho' much is left behind. 

Ampht%n y * fans, with minds elate and bright, 
Thus plunge th' unbounded ocean of delight, 26 
And daily gain new ltores of plea ting founds 
To glad the earth, fixing to fpleen it* bounds ; 
While vocal tubes and conforc firings engage 
To fpeak the diajeft of the golden age. 
Then you whofe fymphony of fouls proclaim 25 
Your kin to heav*n, add to your country's fame, 
And fhew that mufick may have as good fate 
In Albion's glens, as Umbria's green retreat : 
And with Correllfi foft Italian fong 
Mix Cowdon Knows* and Winter nights are long. 30 
Nor mould the martial Vibwtgb be defpis'd» 
Own'd and refin'd by ycu, thefe ihaJl (he more be 
priz a. 

Ejicb 



. W i n t and' M xt s * c k; i$p 

Each raviftfd ear extols your heavenly art, 
Whkh fooths our care, and elevates the heart, 
Whilft hcarfer founds the martial ardors move, 3 5 
And liquid notes invite to fhades and love. 

Hail, fafe reftorer of diftemper'd minds, 
That with delight the raging paffion b nds : 
E*tatick concord only baniih'd hell, 
Moft perfedt where the perfcd beings dwell. 40 
Long may our youth attend thy charming rites, 
Long may they relilH thy cranlporting fweets. 



o 



W in B andM u s re k, an Ode. 

S Y MO N. 
Colin, how dull it's to be, 



When a foul is finking vvi* pain, 

To one who is pained like me : 
My life's* grorcn a load, 
And my faculties nod, g f 

While I figh for cold Jennie in rain ; 
By beaucy and fcorn f am flain : 

The wound it is mortal and deep, 
My pulfes beat low in each vein, 

And threaten eternal fiecp. 10 

GO L I N. 

Gome, here are the belt cures for thy wounds, 

O boy, the cordial bawl ! 

With foft harmonious founds, 
Wounds, thefe can cure' all wounds, 

With foft harmonious founds, ' 1 c. 

And pull off the cordial bowl : 
O Sjium, fiak thy ca*e, acd tone op thy drooping foul ; 

Above, 



i<jo On the Great Eclipfe oftbeSan. 

Above, the gods bienly bouze. 

When round they meet in a ring ; 

They cad away care, and caroufe 

Their i\ r e£?ar 9 while they ring. 

Then drink and chearfully ring, 
Thefe make the blood circle fine ; 

Strike up the muiick, 

The fafeft phyfick, 25 

Compounded with fparkling wine. 

On the Great Eclipfe of the S u N, the izd of 
April, nine o'clock in the mornings wrote a 
month before it happened^ March 1 7 15. 

NO W do I prefs among the learned throng, 
To tell a great Eclipfe in little fong. 
At me nor fcheme, nor demonstration afk, 
That is our Gregory's, or fam'd Hatleyh tafk : 
*Tis they who are converfant with each ftar, 5 

We know how planets planets rays debar. 
This to pretend, my mufe is not ib bold, 
She only echos what fhe has been told. 

Our rolling globe will fcarce have made the fun 
Seem halfway up Olympus to have run, 10 

When night's pale queen in her oft changed way, 
Will intercept in direct line his ray, 
And make black night ufurp the throne of day. 

N. B. The order of time in placing fome of my manufcript 
poems, with regard to them formerly printed,, is nut obferved 
in fome few of the following, but their dates ihali be given* 

4. Our Gregory's.) Mn Gregory, profeflbr of mathema- 
ticks in Edinburgh. Fam'd Halley, fellow of the Royal Society, 
London. 

9. Rolling globe.) According to the Copernican fyftcm. 

Tfce 



On the Great Ecttpfe of the Sun. 1 9 1 

The curious will attend that hour with care, 

And wifli no clouds may hover in the air, I g 

To dark the medium, and obftruft from fight 

The gradual motion and decay of light, 

Whilit thoughtlefs fools will view the water pail, 

To fee which of the planets will prevail : 

For then they think the fun and moon make war; zo 

Thus nurfes tales of times the judgment mar. 

When this {(range darknefs overfliades the plains, 
Twill give an odd furprife t' unwarned fwains ; 
Plain honed hinds, who do not know the caule, 
Nor know of orbs, their motions or their laws, 25 
Will, from the half-plough'd furrows homewaid 

bend, 
In dire confuflon, judging that the end 
Of time approacheth; thus poffeft with fear, 
They'll think the general conflagration near. 
The traveller benighted on the road 30 

Will turn devout, and fupplicate his God. 
Cocks with their careful mates and younger fry, 
As if'c were evening, to their roofts will fly. 
The horned cattle will forget to feed, 
And come home lowing from the graffie mead. je 
Each bird of day will to his neft repair, 
And leave to bats and owls the dufky air. 
The lark and little robin's fofter lay 
Will not be heard till the return of day. 
Now this will be great part of Europe's cafe, 40 
While PbeBe's as a mafk on Phoebus' face. 
The unlearn'd clowns who don't our jEra know, 
From this dark Friday will their ages fhow; 
As I have often heard old country men 
Talk of dark Monday, and their ages then. 45 

Not 



192 The (icntltn\&n*s Qualification^.' 

Not long (kail laft (his ftrange uncommon glodftl 
When light difpeb the ploughman's fear of dooms 
With toerry heart he'll lift his ravifh'd fight 
Up to the heavens, and welcome back the light. 
M ow j uft's the motions of thefe whirling fpheres ! 5 o 
Which ne'er can err while time is met by years. 
How vaft is little man's capacious foul ! 
That knows how orbs thro' weilds of Mthe r roll. 
Kow great's the power of that omnifick hand ! 
Who gave them motion by his wife command, 
That they mould not, while time had beinj 



crjOTrou. 
k hand ! 1 
imand, 55 > 
:ing,ftand. j 



The Gentleman'; Qu a l i f 1 c a- 
. TIONS, ^ debated by fome of the Fellows 
of the Easy Club* April 17 15. 

FRom different ways of thinking comes debate, 
This we defpife, and that we over-rate, 
Juft as the fancy takes, we love or hate. 
Hence Whig and Tory live in endlefs jar, 
And moft of families in civil war : | 

Hence 'mongft the cafieft men beneath the ikies, 
Even in their eafy dome, debates arife : 
As late they did with ftrength of judgment (can 
Thefe qualities that form a gentleman. 

Eafy Club.) A juvenile fociety, of which I am a fellow, 
from the general antipathy we all feemM to have at the ill- 
humour and contradictions which arife from trifles, efpecialfy 
thofe which constitute Whig and Tory, without having the 
grand reafon f r it; this engaged us to take a pleafurc in th< 
found of an Eafy Club. 

Th« Club, by one of our fpecial laws, muft not exceed 
twelve; and any gentleman at his admiflion was to take tha 
name of fome Scots author, or one eminent for fomething ex* 
inordinary, for obfeuring his real name in the regifter of out 
lucubrations, fuch as are named in this debate, Tippermalcch^ 
Buchanan, Heftor Boece, &c. 

FirH 



The Gentleman** Qualifications. 193 

Firft Tippermalocb pled with Spanijb grace * 10 

That gentry only iprung from antient race, 
Whofe names in old records of time were &c'd, 
In whofe rich veins fome royal blood was mix'd. 
I being a poet fprung from a Douglafs* loin, 
In this proud thought did with the do&or join; 15 
With this addition, if they could fpeak fenfe. 
Ambitious I, ah ! had no more pretence. 
Buchanan, with itiff argument and bold, 
Pled gentry took its birth from powerful gold. 
Him Hedor Boece join'd, and argued ftrong j ao 
Said they, to wealth that title muft belong $ 
If men are rich, they're gentle ; and if not, 
You'll own their birth and fenfe are foon forgot. 
Pray fay, faid they, how much refpedful grace . 
Demands an old red- coat and mangled face ? 25 
Or one, if he could like an angel preach, 
If he to no rich benefice can reach ? 
Ev'n progeny of dukes are at a Hand 
How to make out bare gentry without land. 
But ftill the doctor would not quit the field, 30 
But that rich upftarts fhould to birth-right yield j 
He grew more (tiff, nor would the plea let go, 
Said he was right, and fwore it (hould be fo. 

But happy we, who have fuch wholfome lawi, 
Which without pleading can decide a caufe. 3; 
To this good law recourfe we had at laft, 
That throws off wrath, and makes our friendfhip fail ; 
In which the leg ilia tors laid a plot, 
To end all controverfy by a vote. 

Yet that we more good -humor might difplay, 40 
We frankly turn'd the vote another way ; 

Vol..L... O At 



,94 0* WIT, 

As in each' thing we common topicks {hun, 
So the great prize, nor birth nor riches won. 
The vote was carried thus, that eafy he 
Whd Ihould three years a focial fellow be, 45 

And to oar Eofy Club give no offence, 
After jritmrial tryal, fhould commence 
A gentleman, which gives as juft a claim 
To that great title, as the blait of fame 
Can give to them who trade in human gore, 50 
Or thoife wlio heap up hoards of coined ore 5 
Since in oof fecial friendflifp nought's defign'd 
But what snay raife and brighten up the mind ; 
We aiming clofe to walk by virtue's rules, * 
To find true honour's felf, and leave her ftade to 
♦fobte. 55* 
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Oh WIT. 

MY eafy friends*. iJnce ye think fit 
Thfa night to lucubrate on wit ; 
AnS fince ye judge that I compofe 
My thoughts in rhinie Better than profe, 
I'll give my judgment in a fang, - «j 

And here it comes, be't right or wrang. 
Butnrffofa'riltella'tale 
That with my cafe runs parallel. 

There was a manting lad in Fife, 
Wha cou'd na for his very life 1 o 

%. Since ye judge, &e.} Bein^; but an indifferent fort ofai* 
orator, my friends would merrily aliedge that I Was not (b hip- 
py inprofe as ihime j it was carried in a vote-* a^nft which 
there is no opposition j and thVnight appointed for fonae leffons 
on .wit, I was ordered to giVe my thoughts in vcrfcv 

2 Speak 



0» WF T. : $$5 

Speak without Hammering very Iang, 
Yet never manted when- fie fang.- 
His father's kiln heanes &w burning, 
Which gait the lad run breathlefs mourning ; 
"Tameward «4th diver (hides he lap, . 15 

|0 tell his dady his mifhap. 

tt -diftance e'er he- reached the door, 

He flood and jak'd a hideous roar* . - 

His father when he heard his voice, 

Stept out and taicf; Why a*this *ndife ? 20 

The calland gap'd and glpwr'd aboqt, 

Bat no ae word cou'd he' liag out. 

His dad cr/d, kening his^defeA, 

Sing, fing, or I mail break^your neck. 

YhenibonhegracifJr*dh!s'nre, zt 

And fang aloud ;yoiir kiln's a-jire. 

Now ye'U allow there's wit in that* 
To tell a tale fee very pat, 
Bright wit appears in mpny a fhape, 
Which fome invent and others ape, jp 

Some (haw fhejr wjt in. wearing cUiths f - 
And fome in coining of new aiths ; 
There's crambo wit in making rhime, 
And trancing wit to beating time : 
There's mettl'd wit in flory-tellmg, 3 c 

In writing grammar, and right fpelling : * , 
Wit' mines in knowledge of politicks, 
And wow ! what wit's amang thecritlckr. < ' ' 



So far, my mates, excufe me while I play 
In ftrams ironic with that heavenly ray, 40 

Rqpt which the Jiama&intelle^s refine, 
And makes the ntan with brilliant luftre (hine> 
Marking him fprung &6a& origta-dftin** • 

; O 2 Yet 
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K e i t h a : A Paftoral. 



Yet may a well.-.rigg'd (hip be full of flaws, 

So may loofc wits regard no facred laws : 45 

That (hip the waves will fbon to pieces (hake, 

£0 'midft his vices finks the witty rake. 

But when on fuft-rate virtues wit attends, 

It both itfelf and virtue tecom mends, 

And challenges refpe&where-e'eritsbl^ze extends. 

On Fr I£ N DSHlK 

THE earth-born clod who hags his idol pelf, 
His only friends are Mammon and himfelf; 
The drunken fots, who want the art to think, 
Stillceafefrom friend fhip when they ceafe from drink. 
The empty fop, who fcarce for man will pafs, 5 
Ne'er fees a friend but when he views his glafs. 

Friend/hip firft fprings from' fympathy of mind, 
Which to complete the virtues all combine, 
And only found 'mongtt men who can efpy, 
The merits of his friend without- envy. 10 

Thus all pretending friendihip'sbut a dream, 
Whofe bafe is not reciprocal elleem. 



-1—*. 



Eeitha: A Paftoral, lamenting the Death 
of the 'Right Hon. M a R Y Countefs of 
Wigtoun. 

RING AN. 

O'ER ilka thing a gen'ral fadnefs hings ! 
The burds wi' melancholy droop their wings ; 
My fljeep and kye neglect to moup their food, 
And feem Co think as in a djwnpiib mood, ; „ . 

~ Hark 
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Harkhow the windsfouch mourn fu* throu* the broom, 

Theory lift puts oh a heavy gloom : 

1Wy neibour Colin too, he bears a part, 

His face fpeaks out the fairnefs of his heart; 

Tell, tell me, Colin, for my bodding thought 

A bang of fears into my breaft has brought. 10 

CO L J N. 
Where haft thou been, thou fimpleton, whafpeers 
The caufe of a' our fonow and our tears ? 
Wha unconcern'd can hear the common fkaith 
The warld receives by lovely Keitha\ death ? 
The bonnieit fample of what's good and kind ; i j 
Fair was her make, and heav'nly was her mind. 
But now this fweeteil flower of a' our plain 
Leaves us to figh, tho' a' our fighs are vain ; 
For never mair fhe'll grace the heartfome green, 
Ay heartfome, when fhe deign'd there to be {een. 20 
Speak, flow'ry meadows, where (he us'd to wauk ; 
Speak, flocks and burds, wha've heard her fing or 

tauk ; 
Did ever you fee meikle beauty bear ? 
Or ye fae mony heav'nly accents hear ? 
Ye painted haughs, ye minftrels of the air, 25 

Lament, for lovely Keitka is nae mair. 

R I N G A N. 

Ye weftlin winds that gently us'd to play 
On her white bread, and ileal fome fweets away, 
Whilft ber delicious breath perfum'd your breeze, 
Which gratefu' Flora took to feed her bees ; 30 

Bear on your wings, round earth, herfpotlefs fame, 
Worthy that noble tace from whence (he came: 

1%. Worthy that noble race.) She was daughter to the late 
Elrl Marfhat, the third of that honourable rank of nobility. 

O 3 Re- 



i^8 Keitha: A Paftora!. 

Rdbundiog braes, where e'er fee usM to lean* 
And view the criftal barn glide o'er the green, 
Return your echoes to oar moumfu' fang, 35 

And let the (beam in murmur* heart alang. 
Ye unkend powers, wha water haunt or air, 
lament, for lovely Kttiha isoae mak. , 

C I IV. 

Ah! wha cou'd tell the beauties of her face ? 
Her mouth, that never op'd bat wi'.a grace ? 40 
Her een, which did with heav'nly fparkles low ? 
Her modeft cheek, Hulh'd with a rofie glow ? 
Her fair brent brow, fmooth as th' unrunkled deep, 
When a* the winds are in their caves afleep ? 
Her prefence, like a fimmer's morning ray, 45 

LighterTd our hearts, and gart ilk place look gay. 
Nowtwinn'd of life, thefe charms look cauld and blae, 
And what before gave joy, now makes us wae. 

Her goodnefs fliin'd in ilka pious deed, 

A fubje&, Ringan, for a lofty reed! 50 

A fhepherd's fang maun fie high thoughts decline, 
Left ruftick notes mould darken whars divine. 
Youth, beauty, graces, a 9 that's good and fair 
Lament, 4br lovely Keitba is nae mair. 

R I F G A N, 

How tenderly fhe {inooth'd our matter's mind, 55 
When round his manly waift her arms fhe twmM, 
And look'd a thoufand fafc things to his heart, 
While native fweetnefs fought nae help fraeart ! 
To him her merit ftill appear'd jnair bright, 
As yielding fhe own'd his fuperior right 60 

jBahh faft and found he flept within her arms* 
Gay were h{s dreams, the influence of her charms. 

Sop" 



K e i t h a : A Paftpral, 199 

Soon as the morning dawn'd he'd draw the fcreen, 
And watch the opening of her fairer een ; 
Whence fweeteft rays guflit oat in lie a thxang, 
Beyond expreffion in ray rural fong. 

COLIN. 

O Clementina ! Sprouting fair remains 
Of her, wha was the glory of our plains, 70 

Dear innocence, with infant-darknefs bleft, 
Which hides the happinefs that thou haft mift, 
May a' thy mither*s fweets thy portion be, 
And a' th^ mkher's graces fhine in thee. 



k I N G A N. 



She loot us ne'er gae hungry to the hilJ, 
n~d a' me gae, me geecj it wi' good will ; 



2S 



And 

Faw mony, mony a ane will mind that day 

On which frae us fhe's tane fae foon away ; 

Baith hynds and herds, wha's cheeks befpake naej 

fcant, 
And throu"' the howm should whittle, fing and rant, 
Will mifs her fair, 'till happily they find 
Axiither in her place fae good and kind. 
The lafles wha did at her graces mint, 
Ha'e by her death their bonnieft pattern tint. 
O ilka ane who did her bounty flcair, 85 

lament, for generous Keitba is nae mair. 

COLIN. 

O Ringan, Ringan ! things gang (ae uneven, 
J canna well take up the will of heav'n. 
Our crofles teughly laft us mony a year, 
-Rut unco foon our Weflings difappear. 90 

O 4 R I J\ r - 



.joo AdArefs to the Council 0/ Edinburgh. 

R I N G J N. 

ni tell thee, Colin j my laft Sunday 1 * note, 
I tented we.l reefs Thomas ilka jot. 
The powers aboon are cautious as they're juft, 
And dinna like to gi'e o'er metkle truft 
To this unconitant earth, with what's divine, 95 
Left in laigh damps they mould their luftre tine. 
Sae let's leave aff our murmuring and tears, 
And never value life by length of years : 
But as we can in goodnefs it employ, 
Syne wha dies firft, firft gains eternal joy. 100 

Come, Colin, dight your cheeks and banifh care, 
Our lady's happy, tho 1 with us nae mair. 



To the Right Honourable the Town-Council of 

Edinburgh, 

The Addrefs ^/ALLAN RAMSAY. 

YOUR poet humbly means and ihaws, 
That* contrair to jufl rights and laws 
I've fufFer'd muckle wrang 
By Lucky Reid y and ballad-fingers, 
Wha thum'd with their coarfe dirty fingers 5 

Sweet Edie's funeral-fang. 
They fpoil'd my fenfe and flaw my calh, 

My mufe's pride murgully'd, 
And printing it like their vile trafli, 

The honeft lieges whilly'd. 10 

4. Lucky Reid, ) A printer's relilr, who with the hawkers 
re-printed my paftoral on Mr. Addifon, without my know- 
ledge, en ugly paper, full of errors. 

Thus 



Jddrefs to the Council of Edinburgh. 20 1 

Thus undone, to London 
It gade to my difgrace, 
Sae pimpin and limpin 
In rags wi' blutherM face. 

Yet gleg-eyed friends throw the difguife 1 5 

Receiv'd it as a dainty prize, 

For a' it was fae hav'ren, 
Gart Lintot take it to his prefs, 
And dead it in a braw new dre&, 

Syne took it to the tavern. 20 

But tho'it was made clean and braw, 

Sae fair it had been knoited, 
It blather'd buff before them a\ 
And aftentimes turn'd doited. 

It griev'd me, and reav'd me 25 

Of kindly fleep and reft, 
By carlings and gorlings 
To be fae fair oppreft. 

Wherefore to you, ne'er kend to guide ill, 

But wifely had the good town's bridle, 30 

My cafe I plainly tell, 
And, as your ain, plead I may have 
Your word of weight, when now I crave 

To guide my gear my fell. 

II. To London.) One of their uncorrecT: copies was re- 
printed at London by Bernard Lintot, in Folio fir ft, before be 
printed it a fecond time from a correct copy of my own, with 
the honourable Mr. Burchet's Englifh verfion of it. 

93. Blather'd buff.) Spoke nonfenfe, from words being 
wanting, and many wrong fpell'd and chang'd j fuch ai gras 
for gars, praife for phrafe, Sec. 

3». As your ain.) A free citizen. 

33. Your word of weight.) To interpofe their juft autho- 
rity in my favour, and grant me an act to ward off thefe little 
pirates, which 1 gratefully acknowledge the receit of. 

Then 



toi Inscriptions, 6k. 

Then clean and fair the type Hull be, 3 £ 

The paper like the (haw, 
Nor (hall our town think fhame wi' rie, 
When we. gang far awa. 

What's wanted, if granted 
Beneath your honour'd wing, 40 

Baith hantily and cantily 
Your fupplicant fball fine. 

Infcription on the Gold Tea-pot, galnd by Sir 
James Cunningham *f Miln- 
crajg, JS^r/. 

AFTER the gaining Edinburgh* * prize 
The day before with running tbrice, 
Me Milncraig's rock mod fairly won, 
When thrice again the courfe be run : 
New for diverfion 'tis my (hare 5 

To run three heats, and pleafe the fair. 



Infcription engraven on the Piece of 'Plate y which 
was a Punch-howl and Ladle 9 given by the 
Captains of the Train d- Bands ^ Edinburgh, 
and gain'd by Captain Ch. <Croc,k. at'; 
Swallow. 

CHARGE me with Namfz and limpid fpring, 
Let jfowr and fweet be mixt, 
Bend round a health fyne to the King, 
To Edin*mrgh 9 s captains next, 

4a. Shall fing.) There Being abundance of their petitioners 
who vail? oblige themfelves to pray. 

Wha 



' *t$ the Whin-Bu s h Club, 203 

Wha form'd me in fee blyth a fliape, $ 

And gave me lafting Honours, 
Take up my ladle, fill and lape, 

And fay, fairfa' the donors. 



To the W h 1 N-B u s h Club, The Bill of 

Allan Ramfay. 

OF Crawfurd-Moory born in Leadbill, 
Where min'ral fprings Glengoner fill, 
Which joins fweet flowing Clyde, 
Between auld Crawford Lindjafs totfers* 
And where Deneetne rapid pours $ 

His ftream thro' Giotto's tide ; 
Native of Cfydfdale's upper ward, 

Bred fifteen fummexs there. 
Tho', to my lofc, I'm no a laird 

By birth, my title's fair 10 

To bend wi* ye and fpend wi' ye 
And evening, and gaffaw, 
If merit and fpirit 
Be found without a flaw. 

Whin-Bufh.) This club confifts of Clydfdale-fliire gentle- 
men, who frequently meet at a diverting hour, and keep up a 
good undcrftanding amongft themfelves over a friendly bottle. 
And from a chajn table principle, eafily collect into their trea- 
surer's box a fmall fund, which has many a time relieved the 
diftrefles of indigent perfons of that ftiire. 

I. LeadhiU.) In the parift of Crawford -Moor, famous for 
the lead and gold mines belonging ta the Earl of Hoproun. 

a. Glengoner.) The name of a fmall river, which takes its 
rife from the Lead-hiils, and enters Clyde between the caftle 
of Crawford and the mouth of the Deneetne, another of the 
branches of Clyde. 

Since 



204 An Epiftle to Mr. Arbuc*£e. 

Since doufly ye do nought at random, j$ 

Then take my bill to d<vifan<!um ; 
And if there's nae objection, 
111 deem't my honour and be glad 
To come beneath your Whin-bub fhadc, 
_ And. cfeim to its protection. 20 

If frae the caverns of a head 

That's bofs, a ftorm fhould blaw, 
Erling wi* fpite to rive my reed, 
And give my mufe a fa', 

When poring and /baring 2 j 

O'er Heliconian heights, 
She traces thefe places 
Where Cyntbius delights. 



An Epiftle to Mr. James Arbuckle 

of Belfaft, A. M. 

Edinburgh, January 1719. 

AS errant knight with fword and piftol, 
Beftrides hi* ftced with mighty fiftle; 
Then (lands fome time in jumbled fwither 
To ride in this road or that ither ; 
At laft fpurs on, and difna care for c, 

A how, a what way, or a wherefore. 

Or like extemporary quaker, 
Walling his lungs, t* enlighten weaker 
Lanthorns of clay, where light is wanting, 
With formlefs phraie, and formal canting ; 10 

While Jaab Btbmen\ (alt does feafon, 
And faves hh thought frae corrupt reafon, 

II. Jacob Behmen.) A quaker, who wrote volumes of to 
unintelligible enthufiafii k bom bail. 

Gowling 



4* Epiftle/* Mr. Arsuckle. 20$- 

Gowling aloud with motions queereft, 
Yerking thefe words out which lie neareft. 

Thus I (no longer to illuftrate I r 

With Cmilies, left I mould fruflrate 
Defign Laconick of a letter. 
With heap of language and no matter,) 
Bang'd up my blyth auld-fafhion'd whillle, 
To fbwf ye o'er a (hort epiflle, 20 

Without rule, compares, or charcoal, 
Or ferious ftudy in a dark hole. 
Three times I ga'e the mufe a rug, 
Then bate my nails and claw'd my lug ; 
Still heavy, at the lad my nofe 25 

1 prim'd with an infpiring dofe. 
Then did ideas dance, (dear fafe us !) 
As they'd been daft — Here ends the preface. 

. Good Mr. James Arbuckle* Sir, 

(That's merchant's ftile, as clean as fir) 30 

Ye're welcome back to Cakdonie> 

Lang life and thriving light upon ye, 

Harveft, winter, fpring and fummer, 

And ay keep up your heartfome humour, 

That ye may thro' your lucky ta(k go, 35 

Of bruftiing up our filler Glafgow ; 

Where lads are dext'rous at improving, 

And docile lafles fair and loving : 

But never tent thefe fellows girning, 

Wha wear their faces ay in mourning, 40 

And frae pure dulhefs are malicious, 

Terming ilk turn that's witty, vicious. 

Now, Jamie % in neift place, Stcundo, 
To give you what's your due in mundo; 

*6. Infpiring dofe.) Vide Mr. Arbuckle'spoem on fnuff. 
3 1. Welcome bade) Having been ia his native Ireland. 
fitting hit friend*. 

That 



to6 An Epiftle t$ Mr. Arbuckle. 

That is to fay in hame o'er phrafes, 45- 

To telLye, men of mettle praifes 
Ilk verfe of your's when they can light oft't, 
And trouth I think they're in the right on't* 
For there's ay fomething fae auldfarran* 
Sae Aid, fae unconftrarn'd and damn* $tf 

In ilka (ample we hare feen yet, 
That little better e'er has been yeft 
Sae much for that. My friend jfrbudde* 
1 ne'er afore roos"d arte fee raackle. 
Faufe flatt'ry nane but fools will tickle, 5 J 

That gars me hate it like auld AfoW : 
~ it when ane's of his merit confeious^ 
e's in the wrang, when prais'd, that glunfhes. 

Thirdly, not tether'd to connection, 
Bat rattling by infyir'd direction, 60 

When ever fame, with voice like thunder, 
Sets up a chidd a warid's wonder, 
Either for flaming fowlc to dead, 
Or having wind- mil Is in his head, 
Or poet, or an airy beau, 65 

Or ony twfldegM rary-mow,. . 
They wha have never feen't are bifly 
To fpeer what like a cariie is he. 

Imprimis then, for tallnefs I 
Am five foot and four inches high : 70 

A black-a-vic'dfnod dapper fallow, 
Nor lean, noi* overlaid wi* tallow. 
With phiz of a Morocco cut, 
Refembling a late man of wit, 
Auld-gabbet*fy«*, wha was fae cunning 75 

To be a durixmie ten years running. 

75. Auld -gabbet Spec.) The Spe&ator, who gWes os a fic- 
titious deffcriptidn *o£ hit -tart me and -taciturnity, that he 
had been efteemed a dumb man for ten years. 

Then 



\ 



An Bpiftlc to Mr. Aa buck eh. iof 

Then for the fabrick of my mind-, 
*Tis mair to mirth than grief infclia'd. 
I rather choofe to laugh at folly, 
Than (how diftlke by melancholy ; go 

WelJ judging a fowr heavy face 
Is not the trued mark of grace. 

I bate a drunkard or a glutton, 
Yet I'm nae fae to wine and mutton* 85 

Great tables ne'er engagM my withes, 
When crowded with o'er mony dimes, 
A healthfu' ftomach fharply fet 
Prefers a back-fey pipin het. 

I never cou'd imagin't vicious go 

Of a fair farite to be ambitions : 
Proud to be thought a comick poet, 
And let a judge of numbers know it, 
I court occafion thus to (how it. 

Second of thirdly pray take heed, 95 

Ye's get a Ihort fwatch of my creed. 

To foilow method negatively 

Ye ken takes place of pofitively. 

Well then, f m nowrJher Whig nor Tory, 

Nor credit give to purgatory. 100 

7ranfub f Loretta-boufe, and mae tricks, 

As prayers to faints, Katties and Patricks ; 

Nor Jfgilite, hdr Brfs Clarkfonian> 

Nor Mountaineer, nor Mugletonian ; 
■ 

X03. Nor Afgilite. ) Mr. Afgil, a late member of parliament, 
advanced (whether in jeft or earneft I know not) Tome very 
whimfical opinions, particularly, that people need not die if 
they p leafed, but be tranflated alive to heaven like Enoch and 
Elijah. Clarkfonian, Befly Clarkibn a Lanerkfhire woraaij. 
Vide the hiftory of he? life and principles. 

104. Mountaineer.) Our wild folks, who always prefer a 
hill-fide to a church under any civil authority. Mugletonian, 
a kind of Quakers, f© called fioro one Mugleton. See Leflies 
Snake in the Grafs. 

Nor 



*c8 An Eplftle to Mr. A r buckle. 

Nor can believe, ant** nae great ferly, 1 05 

In Cotmoor fowk, and Andrew Hariey. 

Neift Anti-Poland, Blunt and /iT— — , 
Know pofidvely I'm a Chriftian, 
Believing truths and thinking free, 
Wifhing thrawn parties wad agree. 1 10 

Say, wad ye ken my gate offending, 
My income, management, and fpending ? 
Born to nae lairdmip, tnair's the pity ! 
Yet denifon of this fa«r city. 
1 make what hpneft ihift 1 can, 115 

And in my ain houfeam good-man, 
Which fands ou'Ediaburgfo ftreet the fun-fide, 
1 thcek the out, and line the in fide 
Of mony a doufe and witty pa(h, 
And baith ways gather in the caih ; - 1 20 

Thus heartily I graze and beau it, 
And keep a wife ay great wi' poet. 
Contented 1 have lie a fkair, 
As does my bufinefs to a hair. 
And fain wa'd prove to ilka Scot 125 

That poortith's no the poet'* lot. 

Fourthly and laftly baith toguher, 
Pray let us ken when ye come hither ; 
There's mony a canty carle and me 
Wa'd be much comforted to fee ye.' 1 30 

But if your outward be refra&ory, 
Send us your inward manufactory. 

xo6. Cotmoor fowk.) A family or two who had a particu- 
lar religion of their own, valued themfelves on ufing vain re- • 
petitions in prayeisof fix or feven hours long; werepleafed 
with minifters of 1.0 kind. Andrew Harlaw, a dull fellow of 
no education, was head of the party. 

That 



Tvthe EarlofDALHOv.siz. 209 

That when we're kedgy o'er our claret. 
We correfpond may -with your /pint. 

■ # 

Accept of my kind wifhes, with ' 135 

The fame to dons Butler and Smith ; 
Health, wit and joy, fauls large and frce> 
Be a* your fates-— fae God be wi* ye, ■ 



,r- 



To the Right Honourable William Earl 
of Dal housie, 

Maecenas at&vh edite regibus. 

Ho RAGS* 

DAL HOUSIE of an auld defcent, 
My chief, my floup and ornament, 
lor entertainment a wee while, 
Accept this fonnet with a fmile ; 
Setting great Horace in my view, 
He to Mean as t I to you : 
But that my mufe may fing with eafe, 
Til keep or drap him as I pleafe. 

How differendy are fowk inclin'd, 
There* s hardly twa of the fame mind ; 10 

Some like to ftudy, fome to play, 
Some on the links to win the day, 
And gar the courier rin like wood, 
A' drapin down with fweat and blood : 
The winner fyrte afliimes a look l S 

Might gain a monarch or a duke. 
Neift view the man with pauky face 
Has mounted to a faihous place, 
. Vol. I. P Inclin'd 



lib #0 the Earl of & alhousie. 

Inclined by an o'er- ruling fate, 

He's pleas'd with his uneafy date : 20 

TJIowr'd at a while, he gangs Fou braw, 

Till frae his kittle poft he fa\ 

The Lothian Farmer he Iikfcs beft 
To be oF good Faugh riggs pofleft, 
And Fen ttpon a frugal flocky 2$ 

Where his Forbeers had us'd the yoke: 
Nor is he fbrid td leave his wark, 
And venture ip a rotten barj^ . 
Syne unto Far afF countries (leer 
On tumbling waves to gather gear. 30 

The merchant wreck'd upon the main 
Swears he'll ne'er venture on't again ; 
That he had rather live on cakes, 
And Ihyreil fwats, with landart maiks, 
As rin the rifle by ft'orais to have, 35 

- When he is dead, a living grave. 
But feas turn Fmobth, and he grows Fain, 
And Fairly takes his word again : 
Tho* he fhou'd to the bottom Fink, 
OF poverty he downa think. 40 

Some like to laugh th^ir time away, 
To dance while pipe* or fiddles play, 
And have nae fenfe of 6ny want 
As lang as they can drink and rant. 

The rat'ling drum and tru'tope*** KMt 45 

Delight young Fwankies that are (lout : 
What his kind Frighted mother tigs-, 
Is muFick to the foger's lugs. 

The 



Horace ^ Viroii; 7 &ii 

> . jk fc . . 

The hunter with his hounds and hawks 
Bangs up afore his wife awakes ; 50 

Nor fpeers gin (he has ought to fay, 
But fcowrs o'er highs and hows a* day, 
Throw mofs and moor, nor does he care 
Whether the day be foul or fair, 
If he his trufty hounds can cheer |j 

To hunt the tod or drive the deer. 

May I be happy in my lays, 
And won a lading wreath of bays, 
Is a* my wifh ; well pleas'd to fmg 
Beneath a tree, or by a fpring, 60 

While lads and lafles on the mead 
Attend my Caledonian reed, 
And with the fweeteft notes rehearfe 
My thoughts, and roofe me for my verfe. 

If you, my lord, clafs me amang £5 

Thofe who have fung baith faft and ftrang, 
Ot fmiling love or doughty deed, 
To ilarns fublime 1*11 fife my head. 



Horace to V 1 r g i l, on his taking a 
Voyage to Athens. 

Sic te diva potens Cyfri, 

O Cyprian goddefs twinkle clear, 
t\nd Heitris brithers ay appear; 
Ye lrars wha Ihed a lucky light, 
Aufpicious ay keep in a fight ; 
King Eol grant a tydie tiri, ^ 

But boall the Wait that ruue\y w\ut\v 

p % > 



itS Horace to Vircil* 

Dear fliip, be canny with your care, 

At Athens land my Virgil fair, 

Syne Toon and fafe, baith lith and fpaul, 

Bring name the tae hafFo* my faul. to 

Daring and unco" flout he was, 
With heart hool'd in three (loughs of brafs, 
Wha ventur'd firft on the rough fea, 
With hempen branks and horfe of tree : 
Wha on the weak machine duril ride, rj 

Thro* tempelis, and a rairing tide ; 
Nor clinty craigs, nor hurricane, 
That drives the M-iat ck main, 
And gars the ocean gowl and quake, 
Cou'd e'er a foul fae fturdy (hake. 2* 

The man wha cou'd fie rubs win o'er, 
Without a wink at death might glow, 
Wha unconcerned can take his deep 
Amang the mongers of the deep. 

Jove vainly twin'd the Tea and eard, 25 

Since mariners are not afraid, 
With laws of nature to difpenfe, 
And impioufly treat providence. 
Audacious men at nought will (land 
When vicious paffions have command. 30 

Prometheus ventur'd up and (law 
A lowan coal frae heavVs high ha' ; 
Unfonfy thift, which fevers brought, 
In bikes, which fowk like fybous bought: 
Then death crft flaw began to ling, 35 

And faft as haps to dart his ding. 
Neift Dea'alus muft contradict 
Nature forfooth, and feathers (lick 

Upon* 



An O d e to Mr. F ; 212 

» '- - ^ 

Upon his back, fyne upward ftreek, 

And in at Jove's high winnocks keck, 40 

While Hercules, wi's timber mell 

Plays rap upo' the yates of hell. 

What is't man winna etrle at ? 
E'en wi* the gods he'll bell the cat : 
Tho* Jove be very laith to kill, 45 

They wmna let his bovyt ly ftill. 



An Odb to Mr. F- 



Solifitur acris hi ems Horace. 

NO W gowans fprout and lavrocks fing, 
And welcome weft winds warm the fpring^ 
Cer hill and dale they faftly blaw,. 
And drive the winter's cauld awa. 
The (hips lang gyzen'd at the peer 5 

Now fpread their fails and fmoothly fteer, 
The nags and nowt hate wifien'd ftrae, 
And frifking to the fields they gae ; 
Nor hynds wi* elfon and hemp lingle, 
Sit foiling (hoon out o'er the ingle, 10 

Now bonny haughs their verdure boaft, 
That late were clade wi' fnaw and froft, 
With her gay train the Papbian queen 
By moon-light dances on the green ; 
She leads while nymphs and graces fing, 15 

And trip around the fairy ring. 
Mean time poor Vulcan hard at thrift, 
Gets mony a fair and heavy lift, 
Whilft rinnen down, his haff-bliifd lads 
Blaw up the fire, and thump the gads, 20 

P 3 Now 



Now leave your fitfted on" fhe dew, 
And bufk yeV (ell in .habit new. 
Be gratefu' to the guiding powers. 
And blythly fpend your eafy hour*; 

O kanny F / tiiror time, 30 

And live as lang's ye> in your prime ; 
That ill bred death has nae regard 
H& king or cottar, ©r a laird ; 
As foon a caftle he'll attftck; 
As waus of divots roof M wi' thack. j t 

ImmeSiaTeTy well a* lake "flight 
Unto the mjrky realms of night, 
As flories gang, with gaiits to room, 
Jn.gloufnie Pluto's gouily dome ; 
•Bid fair good day to pleafure fyne 40 

Of bony ltifes and red wine. 

» 

Then deem ilk little care a crime, 
Dares wafte an hour of precious time ; 
$nd fince our life's fae unko fhort, 
Enjoy it a*, ye've nae mair for't. 45 



To the Ph , an Ode. 

Videt ut altajfot ni<ve candidum 

Sorafte l Horace. 

LOOK, up to Pent land* % tow' ring taps, 
Buried beneath great wreaths of fnaw, 
O'er ilka cleugh, ilk fear and flap, 

As'high as ony Raman wa\ 4 

Driving 
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Driving their baws fra whins or tee. 

There's no ae gowTer to be feen, 
Nor doufler fowk wyflrig a jee 

The byafs bouls on Tawfon's green. & 

Then fling op coals, and ripe the ribs, 

And b'eek the houfe baith butt ^nd ben, 
That mutchken ftoup it hacjs but dribs, > 

m Then let's get in the tappit hen. 12 

f 

Good claret bell keeps out the cauld, 

And drives away the winter Toon ; 
It makes a man baith gafh and bauld, 

And heaves his foul beyond the moon. 16 

Leave to the gods your ilka care, 

If that they think us worth their while, 

They can a rowth of bleffings fpare, 

Which will our famous fears beguile. %0 

For what they have a mind to do, 

That will they do, fhould we gang wood; 

If they commend the ftorms to blaw, 

Then upo' fight the hailftain s thud. 2 4 

But foon as e'er they cry, Be quiet, 

The blatt'ring winds dare riae mair move, 

But cour into their. caves, and wait 
The high command of fupreme Jc<ut> 28 

Let neift day come as it thinks flt, 

The prefent mirtute's only ours ; 
On pleafure letfs employ our wit, 

And laugh at fortune's fecklefs powers. 32 

P 4. Be 



*i6 To the Ph , ^Odi. 

Be fore ye diooa qnat the grip 

Of ilka joy when ye are young* 
Before auld age your vitals nip. 

And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 36 

Sweet youth's a blyth and heartfome time, 

Then lads and lafles while it's May, 
Gae pou the gowan in its prime. 

Before it wither and decay. 40 

Watch the (aft minutes of delyte, 

When Jenny /peaks beneath her breath, 

And kifles, laying a* the wyte 

On you if ihe kepp ony fkaith. 44 

Haith ye're ill-bred, fhe'11 failing fay, 

Yell worry me, ye greedy rook ; 
Syne frae ypqr arms ihe'U rin away, 

And hide her fell in fome dark nook : 4S 

Her laugh will lead you to the place 

Where lies the happinefs ye want, 
And plainly tells you to your face, 1 

Nineteen nay-fays are naif a grant. 52 

Now to her heaving bofom cling, 

And fweetly toolie for a kifs, 
Frae her fair finger whop a ring, 

As taiken of a future blifs, 56 

Thefe bennifons, I'm very fure, 

Are of the gods indulgent grant ; 
Then, furly carles, wifht, forbear 

To plague us with your whining cant. 60 

ft 
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Ta Mr. William Aikman. 

J ~T**1 S granted, Sir, pains may be fpar'd 

£ Your merit to fet forth, 
When there's.fae.few wha claim regard. 
That difna ken your worth. 4 

Yet poets give immortal fame 

Tx> mortals that excel, 
Which if negle&ed they're to blame ; 

But you've done that your fell. • 

While frae originals of yours 

Fair copies fhall be tane, 
And fix'd on brafs to bulk our bow'rs, 
\ Your mem'ry fhall remain, 1 1 

To your ain deeds the maift deny'd, 

Or of a tafte o'er fine, 
May be ye're but o'er right, afraid 

To fink in verfe like mine. 16 

The laftcan ne'er the reafon prove, 

Elfe wherefore .with good will 
Do ye my nat/ral lays approve, 

And help me up the hill ? 20 

By your affiftanee unconftrain'd 

To courts I can repair, 
And by your art my way I've gain'd 

To clofets of the fair. H 

Had I a mufe like lofty Pope 
For tow'ring numbers fit, 
Then I th' ingenious mind might hope 

In trued lisht to hi*. 2* 

* But 



218 ft £ir William Bennet. 

But comick tale and fonnet flee 

Are cooften for my (hare, 
And if jn thefe 1 bear the grep, 

I'll think h very fair. 32 



Spckcn to three Yqung ^ A D I E S, tpht 
would have me to determine which of them 
was the bonnie/l. 

ME anes three beauties did mrround, 
And ilka beauty gave a wound* 
Whilil they with (railing cyc t 
Said, Allan, wfcich think ye maiH fair ? 
Gie judgment frankly, never (pare. J 

Hard is the tafk, faid I : 

But added, feeing them fae free, 
Ladies, ye maun- fay mair tome, 

And my demand right fair is.; 
Firft, like the gay celeftial three, 10 

Shaw a' your charms, and then ha'e wr* ye, 

Faith 1 (hall be your Paris. 



To Sir William. Bennet of Gru]><* 

bet, Bart . 

WHILE now in difcord giddy changes red, 
And fomeare rack'd about on fortune's wheel, 
You with undaunted ftalk, and brow ferene, 
May trace your groves, and prefs the dewy green ; 

No 



¥q Sir Willi am Be ft vet. it$ 

% No guilty twangs your manly joys to wound, * $ 
Or horrid dreams to make your deep unfound. 

To fuch as you who can mean care defpife, 
Nature's all beautiful 'twixt earth and fkies. 
Not hurried with the thirft of unjuft gain, 
You can delight youHelf on hill pr plain, \q 

Obferving when thofe tender fprouts appear, 
Which crowd with fragrant fweets the youthful year. 
Your lovely fcenes of Marlefcld abound 
With as much choice as is in Britain found : 
Here faireft plants from nature's bofom Hart 15 
From foil prolific, fcrv'd with curious art: 
Here oft the heedful gazer is beguil'd, 
And wanders through an artificial wild, 
While native flow'ry green, and criftal ilrands, 
Appear the labours of ingenious hands. 20 

Mod happy he who can thofe fweets enjoy 
With tafte refin'd, which does not eafy cloy. 
Not ib Plebeian fouls, whom fporting fate 
ThruHs into life upon a large eftate, 
While fplcen their weak imagination fow'rs, 2 J 
They're at a lofs how to employ their hours : 
The fweetcft plants which faireit gardens mow, 

' Are loft to them, for them unheeded grow. 

* Such purblind eyes ne'er view the fon'rous page. 
Where mines the raptures of poetick rage ; 30 

Nor through the microfcope can take delight, 
T' obferve the tufks and bridles of a mite ; 
Nor by the lengthen'd tube learn to defcry 
Thefe ihining worlds which roll arouivd the (fcf. 
Bid fuch rcadhiit'ry to improve i\\e\t to$\^ V* 

Polite excufe I their memories we \\\. 
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tto Epiftle to a Fruni at Florence. 

Mlf?t maps may in their dining- rooms make fhow, 
Bat their contents they're hoc oblig'd to know ; 
And gen'rous friend (hip's oat of fight too fine, 
They think it only means a glaft of wine, 40 

Bat he whoie chearful mind hath higher flown, 
And adds learn 'd thoughts of others to his own, 
Has feen the world, and read the volume man, 
And can the fprings and ends of a&ions fcan ; 
Has fronted deaths in fervice of his king, 45 

And drunken deep of the Cafialian fpring ; 
This man can live — and happieft life's his due, 
Can be a friend— a virtue known to few ; 
Yet all foch virtues ftrongly fhine in you* 



I 



An Epistle to a Friend at Florence, in 

his way to Rome. 

YOUR fteady impulfe foreign climes to view, 
To lludy nature, and what art can (hew, 
I now approve, while my warm fancy walks 
O'er Italy, and with your genius talks ; 
We trace with glowing bread and piercing look, 5 
The curious gall'ry of th' illuftrious duke, 
Where all thofe mailers of the arts divine, 
With pencils, pens, and chizels greatly fhine, 
Immortalizing the Augujian age, 
On medal 8, canvas, (lone, or written page. 10 

Profiles and buds originals exprefs, 
And antique fcrolls, old ere we knew the prefs. 
For's love to fcience, and each virtuous Scot, 
May days annumber'd be great Co/mm* lot. 

The 



Tbe Ittutiful Rofe-Trce; &c. *%t 

The (weetH'Jfcrian fields you'll next explore, 1 5 
Twixt Arnui banks and Tiler's fertile more. 
Now, now i wilh my organs could keep pace, 
With my fond mufe and you thefe plains to trace } 
We'd enter Rome with an uncommon talte, 
And feed our minds on every famous watte ; 2* 
Amphitheatres, columns, royal tombs, 
Triumphal arches, ruins of vail domes, 
Old aerial aquedu&s, and ftrong pav'd roads, 
Which feem toVe been not wrought by men but 
gods. 24 

Thefe view'd, we'd then furvey with utmoft care 
What modern Rome produces fine or rare, 
Where buildings rife with all the ftrength of art, 
Proclaiming their great architect's defert, 
Which citron (hades furround and jefTamin, 
And all the foul of Raphael fames within : 50 

Then we'd regale our ears with founding notes, 
Which warble tuneful thro' the beardlefs throats, 
Join'd with the vib'rating harmonious firings, 
And breathing tubes, while the foft eunuch iings. 

Of all thofe dainties take a hearty meal ; 35 

But let your refolution Hill prevail : 
Return, before your pleafure grow a toil, 
To longing friends, and your own native foil : 
Preferve your health, your virtue Hill improve, 
Hence you'll invite protection from above, 40 

The beautiful Ros E-T REE incUfed. 

WITH awe and pleafure we behold thy fweets, 
Thy lovely rofes have their pointed guards, 
Yet tho' the gath rer opposition meets, 

The fragrant purchaie all his pain rewards. 4 
7 B«t 



lit .?VR>-*H— B— $ dnO *> tf, 

Bttt ncdg'd abbot and watch'd with wa*ry eyes, 

O plant fuperior, beautiful and fair, 
We view thee like yonfhtrs which gem the fkies, 
: But equally to gam we muft defpair. 8 

Ah ! wert thou growing on feme fecret plain, 
And found by me, how ravifh'd would I meet 

All thy tranfportint* charms to eafc my pain, 
And feaft my rapturM foul on all that's fweet. 1 2 

Thus fung poor Symon : Symon was in love, 
His too arpiring paffion made him finart ; 

The rofe-tree was a miftrefs far above 
The ihepherd's hope, which broke his tender heart. 



To R— H— B— , an Ode. 

Null am Varefacra <vite prius fweris arbor em, 
Circa mitejblum Tiiuris faf mania Cat Hi. Ho a. 

02?— , cou'd thefe fields of thine 
Bear as ifi Gaul t,he juicy vine, 
How fweet tfte bonny grape wou'd mine 

.On vvau's where now, 
Your opricocks and peaches fine 

Their branches bow. 6 

, Since "numairtifels" "bat a "blink, 
Wl\y mouftl wetits ffloxt joys fcnk j 
He difna live that canna link 

The glafs about, 
When warm'd with wine, like men we think, 

* And grow mair flout. 1 2 

The 



• ^VR^M-"-*— • , an Ode. ia£ 

\_ The cauldrifccarfies clog'd wP care, 
Wha gathering gear gang hyt and gare, 
If ram'd we red* they rant and rair 

Like mirthfu' men, 
It foothfy lhavfs them they 6an fpare 

A rowth to fpend. 18 

What foger, when with wine he's bung; 
Did e'er complain he had been dcmg, 
Or of his toil, or empty fpung ; 

Na, o>r his glafs> 
Nought btrt'braw deeds employ his tongue, 

Or ibme fweet lafs. 24 

Yet froutfe, 'tis pfdper we mould ftint 
Our fells to a frefh mod'rate pint. 
Why mould we (the Myth bleffing) mint 

To waift or fpill, 
Since, aften, when our reafcn's tint 

We may do ill. 30 

Let's fet theiefoafr-bram'd fowk in view, 
vj That when they're ftupid, mad and fow 
' Do brutal deeds, whkh aft they rue 

For a' their days, 
Which frequently prove very few 

To fuch as thcfe. 36 

Then lettts grip our blifs mair ficker, 
And tape our heal, and fy rightly liquor, 
Which fober tarie ifeakes wit tke quicker, 

• And^enie roair keen, 

WhilegraVer htttds -that-s mackte thicker 
" ^Jr^newirlP^hefpleen/^z 

May 



4*4 Cl y dV Welcome to bis 

May ne'er fie wicked fames arife 
In me (hall break a' facred ties, 
And gar me like a fool defpiie 

With ftifFhefs fude, 
Whatever my bed friends ad vile, 

Tho' ne'er fo gude. 50 

Tis beft then to evite the fin 
Of bending 'till oar fauls gae blin, 
Left 9 like our glafs, our breafts grow thin, 

And let fowk peep, 
At ilka fecret hid within 

That we fhould keep. 56 



*• 



Clyde'* Welcome to bis Prince. 

WHAT chearful founds from ev'ry fide { hear. 
How beauteous on their banks my nymphs 
appear, 
Got throw theie many mountains at my fource, 
O'er rocks ftupendous of my upper courfe. 
To thefe fair plains where I more fmoothly move, c; 
Throw verdant vales to meet Evan J s love. 
Yonder (he comes beneath Dodona's {hade, 
How blyth (he looks 1 how fweet and gaylie clade ; 
Her fiow'ry bounds bears all the pride of May, 
While round her foft meanders fhepherds play. 10 
Hail, lovely Naiad/ to my bofom large, 
Amidil my (fores commit thy criftal charge. 
And fpeak thefe joys all thy deportment lhews, 
That to old ocean I may have good news. 

4. Rocks ftupendous) The river falls over feveral high 
precipices, luch as Corray'a Lin, Stanc-Bvre Lin, dec, 

6. Evana.) Tfce JmaXL river Evan which joins Clyde near 
Hamilton. 

With 



.Clto t*s Welcome to his Pririee. li$ 

» ** • * 

With folemn voice, thus fpoke majeftickC^, ij 
In fofter notes lov'd Evan thus reply'd. 

Great Glotta, long have I had caufe to mourn, . . 
While my foriaken ftream gufh'd from my urn^ 
Since my late Lord, his nation's juft delight, 
| Greatly lamented funk in endlefs night. 20 

I His hopeful Stem, our chief deiire and boalr, . 
I Expos'd to danger on fbme foreign coaft, 
Lonely for years, I've murmur'd on my way t 
When dark I wept, and figh'd In fhining day. 

The fire return'd, juft reafot\s for thy pains, £ j 
So long to wind through folitary plains ;' 
Thy lols. was mine, I {ympathiz'd with thee, 
Since one our griefs, then (hare thy joys with me. 

, Then hear me, liquid chlftain of the dale, 
Hufh all your cat'ratts, 'till I tell my tale, 30 

Then rife and roar, and kifs your bordering flowers, 
And found our joys around yon lordly towers ; 
Yon lordly towers, which happy now contain, 
Our brave and youthful Prance return'd again* 

Welcome, in loudeft raptures cry'd the flood, 3 J 
His welcome echo'd from each hill and wood ; 
^ Enough E*vana 9 long may they contain 
I The noble youth fafely return'd apain. . 
' From the green mountain where f lift my head, 
With rhy twin brothers Annan and the Tweed, 40 
To thofe high arches where, as Culdees fing, 
The pious Mungo nfhM the trout and ring. 

39. Green mountain.) From the fame hill the rivers Clyde, 
Tweed and Annan have their rife, yet run to three different 
leas, viz. the Northern ocean, the German ocean, and the 
Irifh Tea. 

41. High arches.) The bridge of Glafgow, where, as 'tis 
reported, St. Mungo, the patron of that city, drew up * fi/h 
that brought him a ring, which had been dropt $ which mi- 
racle Glafgow retains the memory of in their arms. 

Vol. I. Q_ My 



tit C t vi> z's tFdcme to bis Prince 

jbfy faircft nyngahs 4hali on *ny margin pt&y, 
And make ev*n all die year -one holy day. 
The Sylvan powers and -watches of each J>ight, 45 
Where fleecy £ock6-afid climbing goats delight, 
Shall From *heir groves and rocky mountains warn, 
To join with us, and fing his welcome home. 
With lofty notes we'll found his high de&ent, 
His dawning merits and Jieroick bent. 50 

Thefe early rays which Hedfaftly {hall fhine, 
And add new glories to his ancient line; 
A line ay loyal, and hV-d with generous zeal, 
Tlie braved patrons of the common-weaL 
From him who plung'd his fvvord (fo mufes fing} 55 
Deep in his breaft, who durft defame our lung : 
We*Il fing the fire, which in his bofom glows 
To warm his friends, and fcorch his daring foes ; 
Eodow'd with all thefe fweet, yet manly charms, 
As fits him for the fields of love, or arms : 60 

Fixt in an high and independant ftate, 
Above to aft what's little, to be great. 

Guard him, firft power, whofe hand directs the £un, 
And teach me through caverns dark to run ; 
LongTnay he on his own fair plains refide, 6$ 

And flight my rival Thames, and love his Clyde. 

55» So mufes fing.) Vide the ingenious Mr. Patrick-Gor- 
don's account of this illuftrious family in his poem on the va- 
liant achievements of our great king Robert, firnanVd th« 
Bruce, page 45, beginning at this ftaiiza, the prophet fpeaks 
to our monarch. 
. . * Now in thy time, quoth he, there (hall arrive 
"* A worthy knight, that from his native land 

* Shall fly, becaufe he bravely fhall deprive, . 

• - •* In" glorious fight, a knight that fliall withftand 

* Thypraifes.due, while he doth thee defcrive j 

f Yea, even this knight, fhall with victorious hand 

* Come here, whofe name his feed (hall eternize, 

* Aad (lill thy virtuous line /hall fympatbuc/ 

Oft 



f 



( i2 7 ♦) 

On the Majl Honourable the Mar^ft (f 
Bowmokt; cutting effkis Hair. 

SHALL Berenice 's trefles mount the flries, 
And try the awtfe to filming fame anfc-f 
% &etind£* lock invite the faootheft lays 
Of him whofe merit Claim* the Britiftbzys, 
And not, &&tT'Boumortt, beautifuliand young, e 
The graceful ringlets of thy head toe &mg : ! 
How many tender hearts, thine eyes -have paWS ! 
How many ftghing nyaiphs thy locks harTCCftinVd I 

The god of love beheld him with envy, 
And on Cytjfreds lap. began to cry, . 19 

All drench'd in tears, O mother, help your fon ! 
Elfe by a mortal rival I'm undone ; 
With happy c harms h s incroaenes dn my fway, 
His beauty difconcerts the plots 1 lay. 
When I've made 'doe her humble flaVe adtfrjf q, 1 5 
Straight »he appears and kindles new flefire ; 
She fighs for him, and all my art begtffles, 
Whilft he, like me, commands and carelefs (miles* 
Ah me ! thefe feble cirdes of his hair, 
Which wave around his beauties red andrfair, *e 
I cannot bear I j&dente would feem dim, 
With all his flaxen locks* ifplac'd by him. 

Venus reply'd, No more, my deareft boy, 
Shall thofe inchanting curls thy peace deftroy \ 
For ever fep'rate they flail ceafe to grdw, a jf 

Or round his cheek, or on his moulders -How 4 
I'll ufe my flight, and make them quickly feel 
Their honour's loft by the invading Heel: : 



22% tfofome Young Ladies, £s?r. 

I'll turn myfelf in (hapc of mode and health, 
And gain upon his youthful mind by (tealth : 30 
Three times the fun (hall not have rouz'd the morn, 
E'er he confent thefc from him (hall be (horn. 

The promife (he perform'd ; but labour vain, 
And dill (hall prove, while his bright eyes remain ; 
And of revenge blind Cupid mud defpair, 35 

As long's the lovely fex are grac'd with hair ; 
They'll yield the conquering glories of their heads, 
To form around his beauty, eafy (hades ; 
And in return, Thalia fpaes and fings, 
His lop'd-offlocks (hall fparkle in their rings. 40 



To fime Young Ladies, who had been 
difpleafed at a Gentleman 9 s too imprudently af- 
fertingj that to be condemned to perpetual Vir- 
ginity ', was the greatejl Punijhnunt could be 
inflifted on any of their Sex. 

WHether condemn'd to virgin date 
By the fuperior powers, 
Would to your fex prove cruel fate, 

I'm fure it would to ours. 4 

From you the numerous nations (pring, 

Your breads our being fave, 
Your beauties make the youthful (ing, 

And (both the old and grave. 8 

Alas! 



Tofome YoungLadies, &c. 229 

Alas ! how loon would every wight 

Difpife both wit and arms, 
To primitive old chaos night 

We'd fink without your charms. 1 z 

No more our breath would be our care, 

Were love from us exil'd, 
Sent back to heaven with all the fair, 

This world would turn a wild. 16 

Regardlefs of thefe facred ties, 

Wife, hufband, father, fon, 
All government we would defpife, 

And like wild tygers run. 20 

Then, ladies, pardon the miftake, 

And with th' accus'd agree, 
[ beg it for each lover's fake, 

Low bended on my knee. 24 

And frankly wifh what has been faid 

By the audacious youth, 
Might be your thought ; but I'm afraid 

It will not prove a truth. 28 

For often, ah ! you make us groan 

By your too cold difdain, 
Then quarrel with us when we moan 

And rave am id ft our pain. 32 



Q>3 



ToMr. Joseph MiTCHjEi^ ear rtte/fcr- 
£*/}/»/ Representation of a Tragedy wntf/ 

BU T jealonfie, dta» Jot, wfcick alt: giver pain 
To fcrimpit fauls, I own myfelt right vain 
To fee a native trofty ftkad of mine 
fee brawly 'mang our bleezing billies fliaw. 
Yes, wherefore no, (haw them the frozen north j 
Can tow'ring minds wkh heavenly heat br»g forth ^ 
Minds that can mount with a» uncommon wing, 
And frae black heath'ry* headed mountain* iing, 
Aifaft a- he that haughs.jy^W«* trades, 
Or leans beneath the Aromatich (hades, 10 

Bred to the love of literature, and arms, 
Still fomething great 3. Swtttyh hauorti warms: 
Tho' nurs'd on ice, and 4 edecate in fnawv 
Honour and liberty eggs hum to draw 
A hero's fword, or an heroic k quill, 1 5 

The monilYous jfae .of rigktand wit to kHL 

Well may. ft farmer i<* yw led dejiga, 
y$ thwart the gowks, ancj gp$ ffre brethren tine 
The wrang opinion which they lang have had, 
That a' which mo4u^& th# ft^gfr— is fufely bad« ao : 
Stupidly dull ! but fools ay foqls will be* 
And nane's fae bliad as xh&ft t}*at. winna fee*. 
Where's vice and virtue ,fet kv infer light? 
Where can a glancing genius (hine mair bright ? 
Where can we human life review mair plain, 25 
Than in the happy plot and curious fcene i 

8 if 



If in themfells fie fefcdtffigftf w«ft*ill>, 
We ne'er Jaadprtev^ the fwe*t dtemgeic' ffcift 
Of Congreve, Add>fin+ Steet* Row, and' /#&> ^ 
Jgatf, wha the. higher rtmd to -feme 4otn ehule, 30 
And has fome upper feraph for his mnfe : 
It maun be fae, elfe how coal<f He difpiky 
With fcfjuft: ffrength tne great tremendous dajr. 



I 



Sic patterns, Jtfoph, afways keep in view> 
Ne'er faifh if ye caapleafe the thinking few, 35 
Then, fpite of malice, worth (hall have its due. 



\ 



Colin and Grisy parting. 

/SONG. 

* - . 

%9 the%une»/S Wacamy Heamtefc welh<|tfd fattier. 

Wl TH broken* words -ancT downcaff eyes, 
Poor Colin fpoke his paflion tender*, 
And parting with his Grift, cries, 
Ah ! woes my heart that we fhojjld fonder. 4 

To others I am cold & fnow, 

But kindle with thineVeyefrlite tinder; 

From thee with pain I'm fore'd to g<v 

It breaks my heart that we ftou^ fender. - g 

Chain d to thy charms f cannot range, 
No beauty ne* my> tate fcaWhiadfflr* 



Nor time nor place mail eves change. 
My vows, tho' we're oblig'd to Tinder, 



12 



<U The 



*3* tyokt* t0 1&° Ybung Ladies. 

The Image of thy graceful air, 

And beauties which invite our wonder, 

Thy lively wit and prudence rare 

Shajl dill be prefent tho' we (under. 1 6 

Dear nymph, believe thy Twain in this. 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder ; 

Then teal a promife with a kifs, 
Always to love me tho' we funder. go 

Ye gods, take care of my dear laft, 

That as 1 leave her I may find her, 
When that bleft time (hall come to pais 

We'll meet again and never funder. , 24 



■TTSBcr* ^"W*0" 



Spoken to two Young Ladies, who aJPd 
if I could fay any thing on them : One excelFd 
in a beautiful Complexion^ the other in fine 
Eyes. r 



u 



To fbefirfi, 
PON your cheek fits blooming youth. 



t To the other. 

Heaven Jparjdes in your eye. 

To both* 

There's fomething fweet about each njputh, 
Pear ladies, let me try. 

Tbi 



... ^ ( *33 ) 

The M i L L, M i l h — O. A Song. 

BEneath a green fhade I fand a fair maid 
Was ileeping found and ftill — O, 
A' lowan wi' love my fancy did rove, 

Around her with good will — O ; 
Her bofom I preft'd, but funk in her reft, 

She ftirdna my joy to fpill — O : ... 
While kindly fhe flept, clofe to her I crept, 

And kifs'd, and kifstther my fill— O. 8 

Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 

T' employ my courage and fkilt — O ; 
Frae 'er quietly I flaw, hois'd fails and awa, 

For wind blew fair on the hill — O. J z 

Twa years brought me bame, where loud fraifing- 
fame 

Tald me wi^h a voice right flull — O 
My lafs like a v fool had mounted the (tool, 

Nor kend wha'd done er the ill — O. 16 

Mair fond of her charms, with my fon in her arms, 

I ferlying fpeer'd how fhe fell — O, 
Wr the tear in her eye, quoth (he, let me die, 

Sweet fir, gin I can tell — O. • 20 

Love gae the command, f took her by th' hand, 

And bade her a' fears expell — O, 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 

Wha had done her the deed my fell — O. 24 



i$i The ftooj,) viz. of repentance* 



My 



234 W* Pet**'* Wish; 

My bonny fweet lafs on gowany the graft, 

Bene***, the ShilK *gJML+-Qi> • 
If I did offence ITe make ye amends 

Before I leave Beggfs MiU~ <X 2* 

O the mill, mill— O, aad the kiU,, kill— Qi 

And the cogging of the wneet-~Q'; 
The fack and the fieve^ a' thac ye maim leave* 

And round with a fege* r e el O . j^: 



The Poet's Wifli. AOds.. 

^k/W a\dicatw*pofcit Jpollinim> 

Vaults? Hot. 

FR AE great Jpolla, poet fey, 
What is thy wifli, what wadft thou h?f. 
When thou bows at his fluine* 
Not Kar/s o* GowriJs fertile field, 
Nor a* the flocks the Grampians yield, tf 

Thar are baith fleek and fine : 
Not coftly things brought frae afar, 

As ivory, pearl and gems ; 
Nor thofe fair ftraths that watered are 

With Toy and Tweed** fmooth dreams, ic 
Which gentfly and daintily 

Eat down the flow'ry braes. 
As greatly and quietly 
They wimple to the feas. 

Whatever by his kanny fate 15 

Is matter of a good eftate, 

That can ilk thing afford, 

a6. Shilling-hill.) Where they winnow the chaff from the 
corn. 



Let him enjoy't withottttm care* 
And with die wale of curious fare 

Cover his ampte board. go 

Much dawted by iHe gods* he, 

Wha to the Indian plain* 
vSuccefsfu' ploughs tfeewaliy fes* 
And fafe return* again* 

With riches* that hitches 2 5 

Him high aboon the the reft 
Of fttia' ftwk, and a' fowk 
That are wi' poortith prefh 

'Forme, fcan be welt* content 
To eat my hanaocjc on the bent, 30 

Atid khchen^ wf fr~efh air'; 
Of lang-kajl I can make a.feaft, 
A«d rantrry had up my crefr* 
And laugh at dimes rare. 
Nought frae Apollo I demand, , jj 

But throw a- lengthened fife 
My outer fabrick firm may Hand, 
And faul clear without fbife. 

May he then but gietften 

Thofe blefimgs fbr my ifcatr, 40 
I'll fairly and fquairly 

Quite a 1 and feet nae mair. 



T 



The Refponfe of the Oracle. 

O keep thy faur frae puny ftrife, 

And heeze thee out of vulgar Kfe, 
We, in a mernrng dream, 

Whifper'd 



t 3 6 CONCLUSION, 

Whifper'd our will concerning thee, 
To Marias, flretch'd beneath a tree, 

Hard by a pop'ling ftrcam ; 
He, full of me, mail point the way 

Where thou a liar (halt fee, 50 

The influence of whofe bright ray 
Shall wing thy mufe to flee. 

Mair fpeer na, and fear na, 
But fet thy mind to reft, 
Afpire ay (till high'r ay, 55, 

And always hope the bcft. 



The CONCLUSION. 

Afier the manner ^Horace, Ad librum 

fuum. 

DEAR vent'rous book, e'en take thy will, 
And fcowp around the warld thy fill : 
Wow ! ye're newfangle to be feen, 
In gilded .Turkey clad, and clean. 
Daft giddy thing ! to dare thy fate, 
And (pang o'er dykes that fear the blate : 
But mind when anes ye're to the bent, 
(Altno 1 in vain) ye may repent. 
Alake, I'm Seed thou aften meet 
A gang that will thee fourly treat, 1 

And ca' thee dull for a' thy pains, 
When damps diftrefs their drouzie brains. 
I dinna doubt, whilft thou art new, 
Thou'lt favour find frae not a few ; 

But 



} 



C ON C L U S I O N. 
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But when thou'rt ruifl'd and forfairn, i r 

Sair thumb'd by ilka coofor bairn ; 

Then, then by age ye may grow wife, 

And ken things common gies nae price. 

I'd fret, wae's me ! to fee thee lye 

Beneath the bottom of a pye ; 

Or cow'd out page by page, to wrap 

Up fnufF, or fweeties in a {hap. 

Awa' fie fears, gae ipread my fame, ^ 

And fix me an immortal name ; 

Ages to come fhall thee revive, 2 c > 

And gar thee with new honours live. 
The future criticks I forfee 
Shall have their notes on notes on thee : 
The wits unborn fhall beauties find 
That never enter'd in my mind. * 

Now when thou tells how I was bred 
But hough enough to a mean trade ; 
To ballance that, pray let them ken 
My faul to higher pitch cou'd ften : 
And when ye fhaw I'm fcarce of gear, ?r 

Gar a' my virtues fhine rnair clear. 
Tell, I the bell and faired pleafe, 
A little man that loo's my eafe, 
And never thole thefe paflions lang 
That rudely mint to do me rang. 40 

Gin ony want to ken my age, 
See Anno Dom. on title-page ; 

3*. Hough enough) Very indifferently. 

This 



s 3 » CONCLUSION, 

J 



I 



T liia year when -iprt ngs by care and feiU 
The fpacious leaden oomiuiu fill, 
And firft flow'-d up the CajiU-hiili 
When Soulb-Sia proje&s ceafc to thrive. 
And only Nerth-Sta teem alive, 
Tell them your author** thirty-live. 

44. The fpacious, tee.) Toe new kad pipM for csnvcjinjr' 
wattr to Edinburgh, of 4 Indies and ■ hilt diameter within, 
and 6 iaths of an inch in thfcknefa ; ill eaft in a mould iiu 
neated by the ingenious Mr. -Harding of London, 
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